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NOTE ON FOB'S TEXT. 



Oricihal copies of Fm'i poedul woiIu ut toy am in 
England. 1 hava ba«n uuble to pmcuia uiy &oin the luok- 
aeUen who deal b ndi curimitiei. Tb* [ul in Ihii Tolunx i> 
Ihat of " The Ritcb, and Oiher Poeim," bj Edipr A. Poe 
(WUey & PutDain. London, iBfC). Thii uitiiarepodDciioo 
or the Amorican edidoa of iSij, reiued by Pos blmself. For 
the Uter poems not conlaiiied is Ihe Tolnice of 1846 I have 
used the text „{ ihe "CoUected Works," pnbUshed io New 
Voik (Red£<Jd) io iSso, with Eiuyi hy Mr. Griiwold, Mr. 
Lowell, and Ur. N. P. WiUis. The Ainerloui spelling hu 
been rciLored ; and it is much to ba wished that the English 
speliing might he preserred In Amencan repnblicuioiu of 
English books. Many inleretting various readings are 10 be 
lolind b the caiUs edidont of Poe'i lenet, and in the co^es 
which were puUished in Joamals «nd mtgwines. But li bn 
been thoDgbt best to give the Goal form of the poems as 
approved of by lbs auchDr. 
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THE 
POETRY OF EDGAR ALLAN POE. 



The lite of Edgar Allin Poe is, fortnnMely, a jqbjett th>t 
ballinle concerns itadera of his poeliy. As fu as the 
events of his career iUnstrate the enigmatic character ot 
his genius, we have, perhaps, a right lo inquire about 
them. We may imagine that from parents ofsemi-Celtic 
slock and artistic profession he inherited h^ genius, and 
that his pride and perversity came from his Ciaioing by a 
wealthy in judicions foster-^ther. Bat the legend or myth 
of bis errors and misfbttunes, so ofien lold and retold by 
posthumous malice or by too fond indulgence, is retlly 
no a^r of ours. Foe's career is still a lopic that excites 
coQtroversy in America. The spite of his tirst biograpber, 
Griswold, was begetting a natural reaction when Mr. 
Ingram published his "EdgirAllan Poe" (London, iSSo), 
and unwittingly stirred up the hatred of surviving scandal- 
moDgeis. Men ue alive who Imew Poe, and who suffered 
from his scornful critieism. To find their dead eacmy 
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defended by an Englishman ncited theit ipleen, and, in 
other reasons, furer American critics weic not conciliated. 
Tbe defence of tliis luckless niao of genius is not, and 
cannot be, a wholly saccessful one. The viler charges 
and insinoatioDS of Giiswold may be refuted, but no sidll 
can loake Poe seem an amiable or an ascetic hnrnin 
being. Il is aalnral that admiiets of a poet's genim 
should wish to thint well of the nun, sboold wish to 
■ee him among the hononnUe, gentle, kindly, and wise. 
But Poe wanted as a man what bis poetry also lacks ; he 
; wanted humanity. Among the passions, he was fa-niUji- 
with pride, and with the iuloleiahle regret, the liie-long 
dtsidirium which, having lost the solitary object of its 
love, can find among living men and women no more 
than the obiecis of passing sentiment and affeclioaale 
caprice. Love, as the poeti have known it, &am Catnlln* 
to Coventry Palmore, love, whether wild and feverish or 
stable and domestic, appears to have been m him un- 
known. And by this it is not meant that Poe was not 
an affectionate husband of his wife, but tbal tbe stronger 
part of his affections, tht better element of his heart, 
had burned away before he was a man. He knew what 
be calls " that sorrow 'which the living love to cherish 
for the dead, and which, in some minds, resembles the 
delirium of opium.''^is spirit was always beating against 
the gate of the grave, and the chief praise he conld confer 
' on a woman in his maturity was to compare ber to one 
whom he had lost while he was Hill a boy. "For 



m, Google 



EDGAR ALLAN POE. ir 

montlu tha her deceate," says Mi. Ingram, " Poe . . . 

would go nightly to visit Ibe tomb of bis icrercd fdeod, 
ind when the nights w^ very drear ind iiold, whea 
the aatuiiui*! raiiu fc^aod the windi willed mouiD> 
fall; over the ga,ia^%e liogeicd longest and tunc I'way 
most regretfullyNf 

The truth of thii inecdnte would be more Impoitant 
for om purpose than a world of coutrovenics at to 
whether Poe was expelled from uhool, or gamblad, or 
tippled, 0[ why be gave up the editorship of ihi) ot that 
journal. We see bim preoccupied, even in his boyhood, 
with the thought of death and of tbe conditioa of the 
dead. In his piece lomancei bis jmagisalion is alwin. 
morbidly busy with the secrets of the sepulchre. Hi* 
dead men speak, bis cmpses bold long colloquies with 
themselves, bis chuacten are prenuturely buried and ' 
explore the veiled tbingx of corruption, bis lovers are led 
wandering among the bk jauts of tbe dead. This Is the 
dominant note of all his poetty, this wistful legiet, almoM 
hopeless of any remiion of departed souls is " the dinant 
Aideim," and almost feaiful that tbe sleep of the dead i* 
not dreamless. 

"Tbtladj tUeps f Ob may btr ilttp, 
ffbicb is tHduriag, so U dtip I 

Ipnj taGaitbatsbi may lit 
Foftmr with mu^aud tye, 

mil lit dim ibttMtb^U ft ijl" 
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-,^ Thm Poe's rtrse i* so fot from being a " cridcism of 
life," thai It is often, in iiletil earnest, a criticism of 
death ; and even when his thoughts arc not hus^ vith 
death, even when his heait is not following some Lenore 
or Anoabel Lee or Ulalnine, his fancy does not deal 
with solid realities, with hnman passions. He dwells in 
a world more npotous tlum ihat of Shelley's " Wilch of 
Atlas," in a rcgfion where dreaming cities cinmblc ioto 
fathomless seas, in a &ir;land with "dim vales aoQ 
shadowy woods," in hannted palaces, or in a lost and 
wandering star. 

Not only was Poe's practice thus limited, bat his 
theory of poetry was scarcely more extensive. He - 
avowed that "melincholy is the most legitimate of a!l 
the poetical tones." This preference was, doubtless, 
caused by Poe's feeling that melancholy is the emotion 
most devoid of aclnal human staff, the most etherealised, 
so to speal£, the least likely to result in action. Poetry 
he defined as "the rhythmical creation of beanty," and 
beanty was in his eyes most beantifal when it was least 
alloyed with matter. Thus such topics as war, ptriottsm, 
prosperous love, religion, duty, were abs&Jately alien to 
the genios of Poe. He carried his theory to the absurd 
length of preferring Fosqui's " Undine " to the works 
of "fifty MoUires." There is no poet more full of 
humanity than Moliere, and no creature of ^cy so 
empty as Undine, a sprite who is no more tubstantial 
than a morning shower, a ttfout i 
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■ atHti myth. Poe, who liked the meUncboly moods of 
this waste-wileiy iprite better thui M the nunh and 
tendemen uid prajon of the Mucirilles and Alcenes, 
the Don Jnuu lod Tanoffes, wax also of opimoti thai no 
poem conld be long. The " Iliad " and the " Odyssey ," he 
thooght, were mistakes ; they carried ton heavy a weight 
of words ind nutter. When examined, this theory at 
paradox □( Poe'i shrinks into the amunonpUce observi-,' 
tion) that Pot prefcmd lyric poetiy and that lyrics are'; 
ettentially brief. 1q considering Poc's theory and pru- ' 
tice, we most nol forget that both were, in part, the 
icsait of reaetian. ^merion literature then intended to 
be estremely moral, and respectable, and didactic, and 
much of it was eicessively uainspired. ' Poetry was 
expected, as she so often is expected, to teach morality 
as bei main doty. We have always plenty of critics 
who cry oat that poetry shonld be "palpitating with 
actnality." should straggle with " the living (acts of the 
boar," Aonld dignify imlnstrialisin, and indite peans, 
perhaps, U aewing-machines and patent electric lights. 
Foe's nature was eSKnttally rebellious, scornful, and 
arisloctatic. If democratic ecns^et are a tissue of his- 
torical errors and seU-compIaceni content with the com- 
monplace, no one saw that more clearly than Poe. Thus 
he was the more encooiaged by his rebelHoos instinct to 
take up what was then a ^ngnbr and heterodox critical 
portion. He has lately been called inunoraf in America 
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for wiitmg tbew woids : " Beytmd the limit! of btnit; 
the piovince of poeiij does not czKnd. It> wle ubitci 
ii lane. Witb the inttUcct or the eaajclence it hu only 
coUitosl rcLuioni. It bis no depeadeuce, imlcB inci- 
dentillj, upon either ixtty or tnitb." j^ 

To any one who belierea that uS ten, tbe immortd 
poetry, 15 nobly busied with great action) and great 
passions, Poe's dieory Memt fatally auiaw. Wilhonl 
the conceptions of duty and tmtb we cut have no 
"Antigone" and do " Proioetheni," Tbete gteat and 
parunouiLt idcu have alnaya been the inspiictt of hon- 
ourable actioiu, and by following them men and women 
are led into the dianatic situations which are the 
nuleiials of Shakespeare, £schyhiB, and Hornet, Thne 
is an immortal strengih Ir the stnies of great actionsi 
hot Foe in thetny and practice disdain* all aCtiOD and 
rejects this root of immoitality. He deliberatdy di>- 
cards unity, he deliberately chooses fatitay for hii 
- ponioo. Now, while it is not the business of poetry 
I to go about dinriboiing tracts, she can nerei neglect 
actions and sitnacions which, under hex ^lell, become 
VDconsciona lessons of morality. But, aiwe hare said, 
Poe's natural beat, atid hi* cewiioB igiinM the cheap 
didactic criticism of bis coantry and bii lime, nude 
. him neglect all actiou and moK passiou, both in bis 
practice and his theory. When he qwke of Keats as HA 
wtoa Sawlefs of Eaglish poets, aiul of Idr. Tennyson a) 
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■' the noblest poet that ever lived," he wti tttiactcd by 
i that in ihem whicli it most nugkal, noit intingibl*, 
/ and aaat nndefiiubie — the inimitable ud incipnrable 
f .'chuin of their nuuic, bjr the delidotu Laigooi of the 
' "Ode to the Nigbtiiigile " lod of the "Lotus-Eaten." 
These poems arc, indeed, eianiplcs of the "rhythnucal 
\ crcatiOD of beauty," which, to Foe's mhid, ms the 
<«Wiiee and fonctian of poetry. 

As to the Datore of Pae'» seem and the UthaiqMt by 
which he prodaced his melodies, moch may be attriboud 

ICO the singular musical ^^rn^rriatenets of his word* and 
epithets, much to his elaborate Care for the details of hii 
an. George Sand, in "Ud Hlvcr i Majorqno," desciibes ■ 
rainy night which Chopin passed in the half-ioinCHis mon- 
atteiy wbeie they lived. She tells us how the melodies 
of the wind and rain seemed to be nugicilly tnoamuied 
into his music, so that, witboot any puerile attempt M 
direct imitation of sounds, hiscompoiitioni were alive with 
the ait of the IcmpcM. " Sob g£nie ftait p]ein des mysltii- 
euses hanoondes de la natuie tiaduitcs par des ^otvaleat* 

tion servile des sons eit^rienn." In Poe's geniui, too, 
I there was a kind of pre-estabUshed hatmon; between 
I musical words and melancholy thoughti. As Mr. Saints- 

in the litsra] and graauoaticil teme of it, yet it never 
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' It wai night II) Ibt hnatimt OctDier 
0/mj« 



Here it vonld puzzle the moM adicnt student of wends to 
utich a distinct nsQil jciue, intbenticated by lexicons. 
Id ■ immemoriil.' And yet no one with an ear can fail 
to see that it is einphalicilly the right word, and supplies 
the necessuy note of suggestion." As to Poc's manage- 
ment of his metres, one cannot do better than quote Mr. 
Saintsbury"* criticism again. "The same indefinite but 
intensely poetic effect ia produced still more obrjously by 
Foe's tttanagement of his metres. Every one who is 
acquainted with his critical work knows the care (a care 
that brought on him the ridicule of sciolists ind poetasters) 
which he bestowed on melrical subjects. ' The Raven,' 
' Ulalnme,' ' The Haunted Palace,' ' Anttabel Lee,' ' For ': 
Annie,' are, each in its own way, metrical marvels, and 
it is not till long after we have enjoyed and admired the 
beanty of each as a symphony that we discern the 
eiqui^te selection and skilful juitaposition of the parts 
and coiutitueat elements of each. £veiy one of these 
remains imapproacbed and nncopied as a conceited piece. 
In ' The Hannted Palace,' the mctie, stately at the be- 
ginning, slackens and dies towards the dose. In 
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' Aniubcl Lee ' utd ' For AddIc,' on the cootniy, there 

is 1 stead}' ciesctndo from first to list, wUle, in the two'J 
otber pieces the metre ebbs and Scrwa at unceitnin bat ^ ■* 
skilfully arranged intervalSp Poe s tands alroosL-AlBQCJiL 
this ammgenient of hji.iintJHlittJfc dhJlhale. With 
most poets the line or the stanza is Ibe anit, and the 
length of the poem is delennined rather by the sense 
than by the soand. But with Poe the music as well as 
The sense (even loore than the sense perhaps) is smiled 
and pcojected as a whole, nor would it be possible to 
canail or omit a stanza witboat iujaiing the metrical as 
well as the intelligible e^ct." 

To a critic who himself feels that the incoinmuoieable 
and inexpressible chirm of melodious words is of the 
esscDce of song, Poe's practice is a perpetual wamjog. 
It is to verse like Poe's, so deficient as it is in all merit 
bat lyric music and Tague emotion, so devoid of hnman 
passion — a Itiat ihylhrnical echo among slats and giavef 
of man's laborious life— thai we are reduced if we hold 
the theory of Poe. A critic of his own native land, Mr. 
Jlenry James, has spoken of his "valueless verse," andt 
valueless his verse must always appear if we ask from ;(.. 
more than it can give. It has n othing to give but . 
music, and people who want more mu>i go to otheis 
that seQ a diiTerenl ware. We shall never appredxte Poe 
if we keep comparing him to men of strpngec and mot^ 
human natuies. i We mnst take him as one of the voices, 
almost the "shadowof a voice," that sound in the tenuis 
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of tong, aai fill t little boitc with mnsk. He ii not, 
like Homer, at Scott, or Sbakeipeuc, or Moliite, ■ poet 
thit men can live with alwap, by tbe tt», in the hills, 
in the nurket-place. He is the singer of rare ^nrs of 
Iingnor, when die soul is vacant of tlie pride of life, and 
Diclined to listen, ta it were, to the echo of a lyie from 
behind the hills of death. He is like a Moschus or Biou 
who baa crossed the ferry and sings to Pluleiu a soDg 
that faintly reaches the ears of mortals. 

" Not unrewarded " indeed Ii the aingin^, for the vene 
of Poe has been prized by mea with a iix wider range 
and healthier powers than his own. 

Poe said that with him " poetry was a passion." Yet 
he spoke of his own verses, in a moment of real modesty 
and insight, as trifles " not of much value to the public, 
or very creditable to myself." They were, for the greater 
part, composed in the most miserable ciKomstuices, 
whea poverty, when neglect, when the cruel Indigtutlon 
of a bom man of letters, in > coontry where letters lutd 
not yet won their place, vers torturing the poet. He 
was compelled to be a bookseller's hack. The hack's 

taa donUy or ttebly damnable vhen "The BeUi" or 1^ 
"Anoabcl Lee" were tent the tonnd pf the newspaper 
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t&tti, to be disposed of fc« th« ;ik« of « dianer «iid ■ 
pail of boou. Poe'i time Mm ipcnl ili Trititig eUbonte 
auuMipiccet for a pittuice, md in RTJewing uid croshing, 
be the sake of brad, the pmductioii* of i tnwd of mcdioi 
cijliei. llieD came Tioleal md venomons qiurtels, 
which, irith Cufotced hjckwock, devonted the energy of 
the poet. It ii no vonder dul he produced Utile ; bat 
eren hid he enjoyed bxppxt fortunes, hii range Is so 
utTow tbs.t we coold not hive looked for many volumes 
from him. He dedued that he could not and would not . 
excite His mnse, " with an eye to the pahry compens*- ; 

Thns it may, at least, be Bid of him, tha^J^Q ;vM himself 
in his poeDy, though, in writing pn»c, be often deserted 
bia true inspiration. In Ml earlier verses he is very 
plainly the pu^ of Shelley, aa any one may lee who 
has the lonnge to read throngh " Tamerlane" and "AI 
Aaraaf." His repatitioii doca not rest on these poems, 
which aic longer than his own canon admitted, hut on 
pieces of vertial muMc like "The Hanntod PaJaca," "The 
aeeper," " ii Une in Paradise," " Israfcl," and the 
lines "To Helen," w)dcli I have placed at the begitming 
of this volume. NmSough this beautifnl piece of verse did 
not ai^eu in the very earliest editions i^ Poe's poons, 
be always decliied that it was wiitien in boyboqc for 
the woman whose death caused him, in Bcddoe^^hrase, 
" with half his heart to ihhabit. other worldsV"^ Foe was 
well aware that his " Raven," despite its immense popn- 
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brilf, was not amoag his be» works. Indeed, it il 
almost too derer to be goeticat, ud has in it i kind of 
echo of Mrs. Browning, whose Terse, floating in the 
poet's mind, probably suggested the compoiitioa. "To 
Helen," "The Haanted Palace," and "The Sleeper," 
are peih^ the most coheient and poweifol as well as 

' the most melodions of Poe's verses. As his life sank iS' 
poverty, boreivement, mlsfortane, and misery, his verse 
more and more approached the vagueness of mu^c, 
appealing often to mere sensation rather than to any 
emotion which can be stated in words. "The Bells"!-' 
was written in the intervals of an uanstnral lethargy ; 

I "Uhdume" scarcely pretends lo remain withia the limits 
of the poetical art, and attracts or repels by mete sounds as 
vacant as possible of meaning. Mr. Stedman says, truly - 
and eloquently, that " Ulalume " " seems an improvisa-' 
lion, such as a violinist might play upon the instrument ' 
which had become his one thing of worth after the death 
of a companion who had left him alone with his own 
soul." The odd ddiuitioD of the highest poetry as 
I "sraise swooning into nonsense" seems made for such 
verse as " UUlume." People are so constituted that, 
if a critic confesses bis pleasure in such a thing as 
" Ulalume," he is supposed to admit his inability to 
admire any other poetry. Thus it may require some 
moral courage to assert one's belief that even " Ulalume" 
has an excnse for its existence. It is curious and worth 
observing that this sort of verse is so rare. It cannot be 
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easy to make, or the herd of imituors who ^>praicli ut 
b; its wok points would have piodnced qnantitiea of 
this enignutic poetry. Tet, with the exception of Poe'* 
liter Terse, of Mr. Morris's " Bloc Closet," and pedupt 
of some pieces by G^raid de Nervid, it is difficult to name 
any luccessfnl lines on the farther side of the border 
between Terse aad musk. In this i^ion, this "ulti- 
mate dim Thuk," Poe seems to reign almost alone. 
The lact is that the art of hints, of fantasies, of unSniihed 
suggestions is not an euy one, at somy critics, both of 
poetry and painting, seem to suppose. It is not enough 
to be obscure, or to introduce forms uneiplained ^nA 
undefined. A certain very rate sort of genius is needed 
to make pioductions Htc which hold themselTes thus 
independent of nature and of the rules of art. We 
cannot define the nature of llic witchery by which the 
most difficult task of romantic ait was achieved. Poe did 
succeed, as is confessed by the wide acceptance of poems 
that cannot be defended if any one chooses lo attack 
them. They teach □□thing, they mean little ; Iheirmelodif 
may be triumphantly explained as the lesnll of a metrical 
trick. But. m faicl cc lour qui vrai. The trick was one 
that only Poe could play. Like Hawiiiome in pncne, 
Poe possessed in poetry a style as strange as it was 
individual, a style trebly remarkable because it was tiio 
property of a hack-writer. When all is said, Poe remains 
a master of fantastic and melancholy sound. Some foolish 
old legend tells of a musician who surpassed all his riTals. 
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Hit stnini wen imeaithly sad, and ravished the ears of 
those vho listened with a stnnge mdaacbol;. Yec his 
viol had bat * single string, and the framework wai 
fashioned ont of « dead woman's breast-bone. Foe's 
verae— the parallel il much in his own taste— resembles 
that player's minstrelsy. It is morbidly sweet and mourn- 
ful, and all looched on that single string, which thrills " 
to a 3ead and inurwrlal aOectiOD. 
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its^^d'y bontj is lo me ■ | ■ 
Like tEose Kic&ui bulu of joie. 

That gently, o'er a peifumed sea. 
The veu)', mjwoni wandoei boTC 

^ To bU own native sboie. 

u long wool to nmn, 

Thy tr^ntlt hair, thy dusk &ce, 
Thj Naiad ain have brought me home 
To the ^917 that was Greece, 
And the grandenr thai was Rome. 

Lo I in 7011 briUianl window niche 
How stalne-lite I see ihee stand, 
The agate lamp within thy hand 1 

Ah, Psycbc, from the T^ons which 
Ais Holy Land I 
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THE RAVEN. 

Once apoo' ^mtdni^t ittaij, vhile I pbnduM, 

weak and weaty, 
Over nuny a quaiat and curious volume of fb^otten 

While 1 nodded, nearly Hoping, suddenlj there came 

a tsEpiiig, 
Ab of some one geDtl; rapping, tapping at my chamber 

"Tis some Tiiiter," I mutiered, "tapping at roy 
chamber door — 

Oolf this, and nothing mote." 

Ah, distinctly I remembei it was in the bleak 

December, 
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghosl 

upon the floor. 
Eagerly 1 wished the manow ;— viinly I hid songlit 



THE RATEir. 

Fnmm; bodu mrceu 

lostLcDoie — 
Fh the Twe and radiint maiden whom theugaliaune 

NulMka heie foi erennoR' 
And rhe silken ud ancuuin nuding of etch puiple 



Thrill«d mt^fiUol me vith Eututic (emus nevci felt 

Sotbarnew, toniU the betting of mylmit, iMoitd 

repeating 
■■ "Us some TJiiKr entie«ing entnnce at m; dumber 

Some lit* Tiiitei entKiiiag totrance at my chunbet 

ThiJ it 19, and Hotbiug tatn*." 

Presently my soqI gien itroiiger ; hesitatiDg then no 
" Sii," said I, " or Madam, tnily yoni foigivenett I 
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6 THE RAP EN. 

Bui the f»a a I wu lupfniig, uti so genlty jon cune 

npping, 
And so £iiiLtly yon came uppiii^ tappiiig ax toy 

chimbec dooc, 
That I scuce was anre I he«<l jon "—here I opened 

wide the door; 

Dukness theie, and nothing moie. 



Deep into ihat darkness peering, long I stood there 

wondeting, fearing, 
Doubting, dnaming dreams no moital ever dared to 

dream before ; 
But the silence was unbroken, and the darkness gave 

And the only void there spoken was the whispered 

word, "Lenore I " 
This 1 whis[ieied, and an echo muimnred back the 

word, "Lenore I" 

Meitl; this and oothing mote. 

Back into the chamber tormng, all my sool within 
me burning. 



THE RAVEN. 7 

Soon again I heird 1 l^iping somewlut IooiUt than 

CSmT 
"Sorely," said I, "surely that is something it my 

windmv Itttke ; 
1^ me Mc, then, what theieat is, md this mynery 

Let my heait be still a moment and this mymery 

Tis the wijid and oothiog ntore I " 



Open here I Bang the shatter, when, with many 1 

flirt and flotter. 
In Iherc stepped a nately raven of the saintly diys 

Kottbeleast obeisance made he; not an iosunt stopped 

or stayed he ; 
But, with mien oE lord 01 lady, peiched above my 

chamber door — 
Perched upon a bnu: of Pallas jest above my chanbet 

Perched, and sat, and nothing mor^ 
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8 THE RAVEN. 

Then tbb ebonjr bird broiling my sad iiacy into 

SUQlUllgi 

By the gtxn and stern deconun of ihe connteuiiice it 

"Hioneh tliy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I 

said, "ut sare no craven, 
Ghiady grim and ancient raven wandering from die 

NighUy shore — 
Tdl me what thy lordly name ii on tb« Ifight's 



Mncb I marvened this cngainly fowl to hen discoui«e 
Thoogh its uuwer little meaning — little relevancy 

For we cannot help igreeiiig that no Hving hinnan 

bemg 
Ever jet was blessed with seeing bird above his 

chamber door— 
Krd or beast upon the sculptured bust above his 

clumber door. 

With ulth name as " Nevermore." 
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THE RAVEN. 9 

Bat ihe rsvea, sitting lonely on the plidd Imtl, Ipokc 

That one troid, u if bis aool in thxt oae woid he 

did ontponr. 
Nothing furrier tben he nttertd— not 1 feMbcr then 

heflnttered— 
■nn I Kuaiy mora thm mnttti«d " Other friends 

bnc fiovn before— 
On the momnr fa tHI leive me, u my hopes have 

Then the bird said, "Nerermore." 



Stu^e^t 1 


^ stiHiiess broken 


by reply so 


aptly 


-^, 










■■Drabtlo^' 


'said I, 


■'■what it ntteu is its only 


stock 



Canght trom some unhappy nustet whom nomeicifal 

Followed &st and follawed faster till his songs one 

burden bote — 
Tfll the d&^ of his Hope that meluichDiy bnrden 

Of' 
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lo THE RAVE If . 

Straight I wheeled i coshioned seat in front of Unl 

aad bnsl and dooi ; 
Tim, apon the Tcliei sinking, I betook myself to 

Fancy unto fancy, thinVing what this ominous bird 

What this grim, tmgainly, ghastly, gannt, and omin- 
ous bird of yotc 

Meant in croaking " Nevermot«." 

This 1 sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable ei- 

pRssng 
To the fowl whose £ery eyes now burned into my 

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease 

redining 
On the cushion's velvet Uning that the lamp-light 

But whose velvet violet lining with the lampjight 
gloating o'er, 

Shi dial] press, ah, nevetmon 1 
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THE RAVEN. ii 

Tben, metbODfjjii, the air grew dcmci, peifbitud from 

ui aoseen cenier 
Swung by aageli <vhoie ^int fogt^lls tinkled on the 

tufted floot. 
"Wretch," I cried, "th; God hath lent thee— by 
; . ' thete ingcls he hith sent thee 
. B^^te— re spJK and nepenAe from thy metcoiie* of 
Lenorel *~"~-- 

Qjiaff, ob quff this kind nepenthe, utd foiget thii 
lost Lenorel" 

Cbioth the nven, "Ncvermon." 

" Prophet I " Mid I, " thing of evil I— prophet will, 

if bird or devil 1 — 
Whether Tempter sent, or vhetber tempest tossed 

thee here uhore, 
Detolatc yet all aodsanted, on this desert land en- 

chanted— 
On this home by Homr hsnnted— tell me tral;, 

I implore— 
Is thae—ii there bilmin Gilead}— tellme— tellme, 

Qlioth the nven, " Nerermore." 
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I J THE RAFEN. 

"Piophetl" aid I, "thing of eril— prophet will, if 

bird oi devil I 
By that Heaven that bends above ns— b; ^t God ve 

bolb adore — 
Tell ihit soul intb sonow laden if, within the distant 

It shall clasp a sainted nuudeo whom tiie angel* name 



Clasp a taie and radiant maiden whom the angeli 



" Be that word onr sign of parting, bird or fiend 1 " 

I shrieked, apstarting — 
"Get ibc« back Into the tempest and the Night'i 

Plutonian shore 1 
Leave no black plnme as a token of tbal lie thy soul 

hath spoken I 
Leave my lonelinest nnbrokcn I— quit the bust above 

my door I 
Take thy beak &om oat my healt, and take thy form 

from off my door I " 

QnoA the raven, " Nevermore." 
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THE RAVEN. i) 

And the nren, nercr SfttJng, idU is aittiiig, stiQ is 

On the pallid bust of Pallis )ust ibove my dumber 

And his tjei hive ill the seetuing of i demon's that 

ii dreuningr 
And the lamp-light o'ei him ttteoming throws his 

shidov on the Soot ; 
And my soni Eroni oat thit shidow thit lies Boning 

on the floor 

ShiU be lifted— nevenoore 1 
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THE VALLEY OP UNREST. 

Onct it smiled a silent dell 

Wlieit the people did not dwell ; 

The; had gone nitta the wan, 

Trusting to the mild-eyed stais. 

Nightly, from their txan towers. 

To keep watch above the flowers. 

In the midst of which all day 

The red son-light lazily lay. 

Nail each -rioter shall confess 

The sad valley's restlessness. 

Nothing there is morioDlesa — 

Nothing sa.ve the airs that brood 

Over the magic solitude. 

Ah, by no wind are stirred those ireei 

That palpiute like the chill seas 

Aionod the misty Hebrides I 

Ah, by no wind those doads are driven 

That rustle through the onqoiet Heaven 



THE VALLET OF UNREST. 

Uaeaxly, &om mom till even, 

OvtT the violets then ilut lie 

Id mymd type* of the ttoiDMi eye— 

Over t!ie lilies there thit wave 

And «eep above i nameleis gme I 

The; wave : — from OQt thcdi bignnt tops 

They weep : — from off their delicate steals 
PcreDDiil tears descend in gems. 
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BRIDAL BALLAD. 

The ring is on my hand, 

And the wreatli is od my braw ; 
Sitiui ind jewel] grand 
An ill It my eomnund, 

And I un happy now. 



And my lord he loves me well ; 

But, when first he breathed hii t< 
I f«lc my bosom swell — 

For the words ring u a knell, 
And the voice seemed bis who felt 
In the battle down the dell. 
And who is happy now. 



But he spoke lo reassoi 
And be kissed my pi 



BRIDAL BALLAD. 

While 1 nverie came o'er me. 
And (0 the chtuchyitd boi« me. 
And I lighed to him befoie me, 
Thinkiiig him dead DTkamie, 
" Oh, I am hq>py now ] " 

And thos the worda were ^ken, 
And this the plighted tow, 

And, though my futh be broken, 

And, though m; heart be biokeit, 

Behold the golden token 
That pnmts mc happy now 1 

Would God I coaM awaken J 

For I dream I know not how, , 

And my sou] is sorely shaken 

leal an evi[ step be taken,— 

Lest the dead who is forsaken 

May not be happy now. 
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THE SLEEPER. 

At midnight, in the mooth of June, 
I itiDd beneuh the mystk moon. 
An apiite -rapor, dewy, dim, 
Eiluks from oni her golden rim. 
And, lofdy dripping, drop by drop. 
Upon the qniet mountain top. 
Steals drowsQy and musicaUj' 
Into the nniveisd TiUej. 
The rosemary nods upon the gnre ; 
The lily Iblls upon the waire ; 
Wrapping the fc^ about its breast. 
The rnin moulders into rest ; 
Looking like Lethe, m« I the lake 
A coBScious si amber seems to uke. 
And would not, for the world, awake. 
All Beauty sleeps I— and lo I where lies 
(Her casement open to the skiea) 
Irene, with her Destinies 1 
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THE SLEEPER. i< 

Oh, Iidy bright I cm It be right— 
Hiii window open to the night ? 
The wanton lira, frnin the tiee-top, 
Laughin^y thioogh the lattice drop— 
The bodlleM lin, i wiard rout. 
Flit through thy chamber in and out. 
And wave the cnitain canopy 
So fitfully—*) fearfully— 
Abme the dosed and fringed lid 
"NtMh which thy jlmnb'ring Mol lies hid. 
That, o'ei the floor and down the mH, 
Like gbons the shadowi rise and Call I 
Oh, lady dtar, bast thou no fear? 
Why and what art thou dreaming here ? 
Sore tluni art come o'ei far-off aeaa, 
A wonder to these garden trees I 
Strange ia thy pallor I atiange thy dress I 
Stnuige, above all, thy length of tress, 
And thii ill-salemn ^lentness ['■ 

The lady sleeps 1 Oh, may her sleep. 
Which is endnriog, so be deep I 
Honen ham her in it* sacred keepl 
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THE SLEEFEK. 

Thli chambei cbuged for one mors holy. 
This bed for one more meloiMholy, 
I pray to God that she may lie 

ForevCT with nnopraed eye. 

While the dim ihceted ghoiti go by I 



My love, she ileeps 1 Ob, nuiy hei ileep. 
As it ii bstitig, so be deep I 

Fu in the forest, dim and old. 
For hei may some ull nult onfbld — 
SiMne Tiult that ofl hath flnog ita Uack 
And winged paoelt flatierltig back. 

Of her grand family funerals — 
Some sepokhre, remote, alone. 
Against whose portal she huh thrtram 

Some tomb from out Those sounding door 
She rie'er shall force an echo mote, 
Thnlling to thiok, poor cbiU. (tf tin I 
It was the dead who gtowed within. 



THE COUSEUil. 

Im of the uitiqiie Rome I Rich reliqiury 
Of lofty contemplation left to Time 
By batied cenluries of pomp and power 1 
At length — «t length— after so many dayi 
Of veuy ptlgrimige anil baming tbint 
(DuRt Ibi the springs of lore tlul In thee tie), 
I kneel, an ilteied and an homble man. 
Amid tby shadows, and so drink witUn 
My very son! thy grandeur, gloom, and glory I 



Vaitness I and Age 1 and Memories of Eld I 
Silence I and Desolation I and dim Nigllt I 
I feel ye now— I feel ye in yonr strength— 
O ^elts more tnie than e'er Jiubean king 
Taught in the gardens of Gethiemane I 
O channi more potent than the rapt Chatdee 
Ever drew doini from ont the qniet star* 1 
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« THE COLISEUM. 

Here, where a hero fell, > coltunn bllt I 

Hue, where the mimic eagle ^ued in gold, 

A midnight vigil holds the iwuthy bat I 

Here, where the dimes of llome their gilded hair 

Waved to the wind, now wave the reed and thistle 1 

Here, where on golden throne the monuch lolled. 

Glides, spectre-like, nnto his marble home. 

Lit b; the wan light of the bomid moon. 

The swift and silent lizari of the stones I 

Sat stay 1 these walls — these iijr-clad arcades 

These mooldering plinths — these aad and blackened 

shafts — 
These vagne entablatnres— this cmmbling friei^- 
These slutteted cornices — diis wreck — this ruin — 

These stooes — alas i these grey stones — aie they lU 

All of the &med, and the colossal left 
By the coiTOsive Hoars to Fate and me ? 

" Not all "— the Efioes uuwer mo— " not all I 
Prophetic aonnds and lond, arise forever 
From OS, and from all Rain, onto the wise, 
A) melody from Memnon to the Sun. 
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TBB COLISEUM. 

We rule the hems o( m^htiett m 
Widi > deqiotic swiy ill giint minds. 
We «t not impotent— we pjlid stones. 
Not ill our power ii gone — QOl all our fiuiM 
Not ill die migic of our high renown — 
Not ill the wonder ihit encircles ns — 
Not all the mysteiia that in as lie — 
No( aU the memories that hing upon 
And ding anmnd about us as a gannem. 
Clothing m in > robe of more than glor;." 
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LENORE. 

Ab, bioken U the golden bowt 1 the spirit flown fbr- 

> Let the bell toll I— a nintl; soul floits on the StTgitui 

jBy de Vera, h»st (Jon no lea ? — weep now or 

See I on ^mu drcai and rigid bier low lies thy love. 

Come 1 let the bmial rite be read— the funeral song 

Ad anthem for the queenlicst dead that ever died so 

young— 
A dirge for her the donbly dead in thax she died so 



"WietchesI ye loTed hei for her wealth and baled 

her [or her pride, 
And when she fell in £eeble health, ye blessed her 

—that she died 1 
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LEKORE. x^ 

Ucm iluiJ the ritui, tiUo, be ttwl?— tbc nqniem 

how be snug 
By yon — by yoon, ihe eril eye,— by yonn, the 

slandeioos tongue 
Thai did to denh the innocent that died, ind died » 

young?" 

Peccmiatii! but rave not thost and let ft Sibbath 

song 
Go up to God so solemnly the deail may feel no 

The sweet Lenote hath "gone before," with Hope, 

that Sew beside. 
Leaving ihee w3d for the dear child that ahouM have 

been thy bride— 
Foi her, the fair and ittoiiaiV, that Dow so lowly lies, 
The life upon het yellow hair but not within her 

The life still (heie, upon hei hair — the death upon hei 



" Avnun 1 to-night my heut is light. No di^ will 
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i6 LENORE. 

" But wift the ui^ on her flight with i Peid zX 
old days I 

" Let w bell toll I— lest her aweei soul, unjd its hal- 
lowed mirtb, 

" Should cMch the note, u it doth float — ap iram 

" To fneods above, from fiends below, the mdiguaut 

ghost is riven— 
" FmiD Hell unto a high estate tai np within the 

" Prom grief ind groan, lo a golden throne, beside 
the King of Heaven." 



CATHOLIC RYMN. 

At mom — at noon — at twilight dim — 
Mam I thou luut bcaid my hymn ! 
Id joy and wo — in good and ill — 
Motlier of God, be -witll me still J 
When the Houts flew brightly by, 
And not a cloud obscured the iky, 
Hy mil, lest it should inunt be. 
Thy grace did guide to thine and thee ; 
Now, when storms of Fate o'ercast 
Dukly my Present and my Past. 
Let my Future radiant shine 
With sweet hopes of thee and thine 1 
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ISRAFBL.' 

In Heaven i spirit doih dwell 
" Wliose bean-strings ore i late ; " 

None sing so wildly well 

Ai the angel Israfel, 

And ihe giddy stars (so legends tell), 

Ceanng theii hymns, attend the spdl 
Of his Tiuce, all mntc. 

Tottering above 

Id her highest noOD, 

The enunoTcd moon 
Blushes with love. 

While, to listen, the red levia 

(With th« rapid Pleiads, even, 

Which were snen), 

Pauses ia heaven. 

* And the «i£cl Irafid, vhos* beait-itriiigi «n 

and who hoi the mctest Toin of nU God'i cm 



ISXAFBL. 
And tlicjr My (the ftury choir 

Thu laxfcH'* fite 
U owing u> tliM lyre 

By wfakh he liti and siDgs-. 
The tiembling living win 

OE thote aansoil niiugs. 



But the ikiei that ingel trod. 
When deep tboQghti ue > dn^— 

Where Lcre's a giown-up God — 
Where the Honii gluKei ue 

Imbued with *U the bcanly 
Wtuch we worship in a ttar. 



Therefore, tho« irt not wrcmj;, 

Isnfeli, who dcspisest 
An nnimpauioned wag ; 
To thee the Iiorels belong. 

Best bud, becinse the witeit I 
Henil; live lad long I 
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ISJtAFEL. 

The ecsusia above 
With th; boinuig metstuti rait— 

Thy grief, thy joy, thy hate, ihy love, 
Wth the fervor of thy lute- 
Well may the ttm be mute I 

Yea, Heaven is thine ; but tbij 
Is a world of sweets ind soois ; 
Out flowers ire merely — floweis. 

And the shadow of thy perfect bliss 
Ii the sunshine of oun. 

If I couU dweU 
Where Israfel 

Hath dwelt, and he where I, 
He might not sing so wildly well 

A mortal melody, 
While a bolder note than this might swell 

From my lyre within the sky. 
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DREAMLAND, 

Br 1 route obscure and londy, 
Haonted by ill ingels only, 
Wlieie an Eidolon, lumed Nicat, 
On 1 black throne reigns tipriglil, 
I liiive rciKbcd these lands but newly 
Frain in ultinute dim Thole — 
From ■ wild weird clime tbM lieth, sublime. 
Out of Sfaci — out of Tiio. 



'' Bottomlen viles and boundless Booii, 

id cava, and Titan woods. 
With forms that no man can diKOTCr 
For the dews that drip all oi 
Moontuns topjding t\ 
a without a 
^ Seas that restlessly as 



at drip all orei ; 
ling evennote*^ 
itashoie; I 
sly ispiic, I 
kies of file; | 
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DREJMLAND. 

Lakes that endlenly ont^iead / 

Their lone watera — Iodc aod dead,—! 
Theit still wateis — still and ituBy I 
With the smnra of the lalliog lily.f 

hj the lakcB that thus outspread 
Their lone waters, lone and dead,^ 
Theii sad watera, ud and chilly 
With the snows of the lolling lily, — 

Murmuring lowly, mnrmuring ever, — 
By the gtey woods,— by the swamp 
Where the load and the oewt cQcamp,— 
By the dismal tams and pools 

Where dwell the Ghonls,— 
By each spat the most unholy- 
la each nook most melancholy, — 
There the tnTcller meets aghast 

l£heeied Memories of the Past — 
phiouded fbnni thai stan and si^ 
ks they pass the wanderei by — 
tntihe-iobed forms of &ieod» long given, 

jin agony, to the Eanh— and Heaven. 



m, Google 



DkEAMLAND. 

Fat Hit bon wIiok -vacs uc l^ioa 
Ta 1 peaceful, wolluiig region — 
For the ipirit thai walLi in sludow 
Ti*— oh, 'di in EldondD I 
Bat the tnvelJei, tnrellmg through it, 
M»y not — dare not openly -new it ; 
Merer its mysteries ue exposed 
To the weak hnnun eye midosed ; 
So wills its king, who hath fbibid 
The uptiAing of the fringed lid ; 
And thm the sad Soul that here panes 
Beholds it but through darkened glasses. 

By a nnite obscure and lonely. 
Haunted hy 111 angels only. 
Where an Edolon, named Night, 
On a Mack throne leigtis upright, 
I have wandered home but newly 
Prom this ultimate dim Thole. 



SONNET: TO ZANTB. 

FuK isle, that horn the Uinat Ot tM flowen. 

Thy gentlest of *U gentle nsunes dost tike I 
How nunif memories of what radiant honis 

At tight of thee and thine at once awake I 
How many scenei of what departed bliss I 

Bow many thon^ta of what entomMd hope* I 
How many lisiinu of a maiden that is 

Ko more — no more Qpon thy verdant slope* 1 
No nmn / alas, that magical sad sound 

Tmufoiming all I Thy chaim shall please ■ 

Thy memory no norc/ Accuraid gnmod t 
Henceforth I hold thy fiowei-enamelled shore, 

O hyidnthine isle I O purple Zante I 
>> Isola d'oio I Fioidi Leiantel" 
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THE CITY IN TRB SEA. ., 

Lo 1 Death hu reared himself a ihione 

In a ttnnge city lying alone 

Far down within the dim West, 

Where the good uid the bad and th« wont ind 

thehejt, 
Han gone to Iheir eternal reat. 
Their shiines and palaces and towen 
(Time-eaten loweis that tremble not 1) 
SeKmble Dolbing that is onn. 
Aioand, bj liftiag winds forgot. 
Resignedly beneath ibit sky 
The melancholy waten lie. 

No layi from the holy heareo come down 
On the long night-time of that town ; 
But light ftom out the lurid sea 

Streams up the turrets »leotly~ 
Gleams up the pinnacles iu and free — 
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THE CITY IN THE SEA. 

Up dome*— up spires — up kingly ludls— 
Up {uio— up Babylon-like wills— 
Up shadowy loDg-forgonen bowers 
Of icnlptured ivy ind stone flowers— 
Up maBV uvi manj 4 nurvellous shriae 
Wbose wteitl] jd fnezei inteitwiae 
The Tiol, ihe violet, and the vino. 

Keiignedly heneadi the sky 

The melmcholy waters lie. 

So blend the toirels and shadows there 

That all leem pendalous in air. 

While from a proud tower in the town 

Death looks gigantically down. 

There open fanes and gaping graves 
Yawn level with the luminoos waves j 
But not the riches there that lie 
In each idol's diamond eye — 
No< the gaily-jewelled dead 
Tempt the waters from their bed ; 
For no ripples curl, alas I 
Along that wiUemesi of g l i w — 



THE CITY IN THE SEA. 

Ho twenings tell thai winds nuy be 
Upon umc ^-off happier k> — 
No heavings him ttul windi hive been 
On usi lets hideoiuly aecene. 

Batio, iniriiiDlhcuil 
The w«Ye — there ii i movement there I 
Ai if the loweis hid ihiun uide. 
In llighllj ^oluug, the dull tide — 
Ai if their topi had feebly given 
A void within the Glmy Heiven. 
The wivei hive now i redder glow — 
The houn ice breathing fiinl and low— 
And when, imid no eitthl; momi, 
Down, down thit town shill settle hence. 
Hell, rising ftom i thootind thrones, 
Shill do It reveience. 
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TO ONE IN PARADISE. 

Thou vast all that lo me, lore, 
For which mj soul did pine — 

A green isle in the sea, love, 
A fboDCain and a shrine. 

All vreithed with faity fmits and flm 
And all the Sowen were mine. 

Ah, dream too bright to last I 
Ah, statiy Hope I that didit ariie 

A v<nce from out the Fatnre criei, 
"On I on 1"— but o'er the Paw 

(Dim gulf I) m; spirit borcring lies 
Idnte, motionless, aghast t 

For, alas I alas I with me 
The light of Life is o'er 1 
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TO ONE IN PARADISE. 

(Such Uogiuge hold* the lolaiui k> 
To the ujub npoii the shon) 

Shall bloom Ibe tbimdei-bliMGd tree. 
Or the micken eagle lou t 



And *ll mj <Uy» ue tnumt, 

Aie where th; dork eye glincet, 
AimI vheie th j footstep gleum — 

B]p wlut eternal streniu. 



In 1 worid of mom. 
And mj lool wu a itigiiant tide. 
Till tlie fail and gentle EuUlie iKCUDe my blaibiof 

Till the yeUow^hiiicd yoimg EuMie ieouoc mj 

Ah, le$> — leu bright 

The mtn of the night 
Tb*n the ejta of the mliint giri t 

And never i fUkc 

Thtt the vapoi can nuke 

With the moon-tints of puipte and peul, 

Cin Tie with the moden EuUlie'i most unieguded 

Cm compue with the bcight^jed Ealalle'9 man 
bomble ind cueless cbcI. 
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EULJLIE. *i 

Now Doubt — now Piin 

Come nerer aguD, 
For her sodI gives me sigh for sgh, 

And all djiy long 

Shines, bright and nrong, 
AMani within the iky, 
Wllik ever to her deu Eolalic nptniD* hei minon 

WMe ever to htr yonog EnlalJe aptiuns her violet 



m, Google 



Thou wouldn be loved?— then let thy bein 

Fiom in present pathway put not I 
BdQg everything which now thou art. 

Be anhiug which thou art not. 
So with the wodd thy gentle wap, 

Thy giace, thy more than beuuy. 
Shall be in endless theme of praise. 

And l0T»— a simple daty. 
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BUOTID I tinid the cuneM waa 

That crowd uoniid my outhly path— 
(l>re(U' p^th, alfla I vfaerc growi 
Not even one lonelj roie) — 

H7 90ul at least a solace hath 
In dream) of thee, and thenJD loMWt 
An Eden of bland npoie. 

And thus th; memory is to me 
Like some enchanted far-off isle 

Id Mme tomolttums sea — 

Some ocean throbbing far and free 
With stocms — bnt where meanwhile 

Screnest skies continiully 
Jnst o'er that on>: bright ialtutd iinile- 
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SONNET; SILENCE. 

Thekh are wrae qualities— some incorpo»le things, 

That have a doable life, which thus ii made 
A Ijpe of that twio entity which springs 

From matter and light, evinced in solid and shade. 
Then is a iwoljald SiUrue—aea, and ihoic^ 
Body and sonl. One dwells in lonely places. 
Newly wilh gnis o'e^rowc ; some soleron graces. 
Some human memories and tearful lore, 
Sender him teiroriess : hii name's " No More." 
He is the coiponte Silence : dread him not I 

Ha power hath he of evil in himself ; 
But shoidd some urgent fate (oDtimelj lot I) 

Bring thee to meet his shadow (nameless elf. 
That hannteth the lone regions -where hath trod 
No foot of man), commend thyself to God J 



m, Google 



THE CONQUEROR WORU. 

Lol tiia^uigbc 

Within ibe lonesome lattei yaut I 
An iDgcl tluong, bewiogcd, bedight 

In veils, and diowDed in tears, 
Sit JD a theatre, lo sec 

A plaf of hopes and fears, 
Whik the orchestra brcatliei fitfully 

The inn^ of the spbeit*. 

Mimes, in (be form of God on bigb, 

Muner and mumble low. 
And hither and thither fl; — 

Mere puppets ihey, who come and go 
Al biddiDg of vast formless things 

That shift the scenery to and fro, 
Fl^ping from ont their Condor wing* 
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THE CONQUEROR WORM. 

Th»t moiley drima— «h, lie tiat 

It shall nol be forgot I 
With its PhiDlora chased for erennore 

B; a crowd tlut leLze it not, 
Through a circle that ever tetuinetli in 

To the Klf-stme spot. 
And much of Madnos, and more of Sin, ' 

And Horror the soul of tlie plot. 

But Ke, unid the mimjc rout 

A crawling stupe intrude I 
A blood-icd ibiiig that writhes from out 

The scenic solitude 1 
It writhes I— it writhes I— with mortal pangs 

The mimes become its food, 
And the seraphs sob tt vermin fangs 



Oat— out are the lights— ont idl I 
And, over each qiuTering form, 

The cnrtain, a ftmenl pall, 

C«mcs doT'D with the rush of a st 
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THE CONQUEROR WORM. 

And Ihe lugdj, all pallid mi, wan, 
Upriung, navdliug, jSnn 

Tlut the phy i) the tragedy " Min," 
And its beiD the Gmqneroc Wonn. 
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THE HAUNTED PALACE. 

In the greenat of oar viUeyi 

By good angels tenanted, 
Once > Ciii ind xtitcly palace — 

Kadiant palace— reared its hod. 
In tbe mooareh Tbousht's dominioD^ 

It stood there I 
Never seraph spiead a pinioa 

Oret Eibiic half so fair t 



Banncn yellow, glorions, golden. 

On its roof did float uid flow, 
(This — all this — was in die olden 

Hme long ago) ; 
And every gentle air that dallied. 

In that sweet day, 
Along the nunparti plamed and p*lUdi, 

A wingU odou went away. 
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TBE HJVXTED FJLJCE. 

Wsukren )q thai bsippy villey. 

Through tvQ lumiocnu vindowtj uw 
Spirits moving mnnciUy, 

To 1 Inte'i wdl-tunid law, 
Roimil about a ihnuie where, ultiiig 

(Poiphyiogene I) 
In sate hit gbty weQ befitting. 

The mla of the realm was sees. 

And a]l with peail and ruby glowing 

Was the fail palace door, 
ThiODgh which came Sowing, flowing, 
flowing. 

And sparkling evennore, 
A troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty 

Was bat to sing. 
Id voices of snipassing beaaty. 

The wit and wisdom of their king. 

But evil things, in robes of sorrow. 
Assailed the monarch's high estate. 

(Ah, let nj monra 1— for never monow • 
Shall dawn upon him desolate I) 



THE HAVNTED FALACE. 

And round ibont kis home tbe gkuy 

Thd blaihe4 utd bloooinl, 
.Is but 1 dim-icmembeKd Morjr 

Of tbe old time cutomlKd. 

And tmdlers, now, within that viUey, 

Tliroiigh the rcd-Iinen windows see 
Vut fomu, that more fintuticill; 

To > discordant melody, 
WhOe, like » ghisily rapid rir er, 

Thiongh the pile door 
A hideous throng m^h ont forever. 

And langh— but smile no moie. 
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SCENES FROM "POLITIAN." 
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SCENES FROM "POLITIAN;" 
AH UKPUBLISHEO DRAMA. 



ROUE.— ^ Hon in a Palaa. AusSANDKl Sfu 
Castiglioke. 

AiAssAKDRA, Than ui lad, Cudglioiu. 

CUTICLIONI. 5«di — Dot I. 

Oh, I'm the happicM, happiest nun ia Rome I 
A few days more, thoD knowen, m; Aieaundn, 
Will nuke thee mine. Oh, 1 am verjr hippjr I 

Albss. Metbinka thoa hut 1 dngulu way of sk 
ing 
Thy happincu I — what ails thee, cousia of mine 1 
Why ditln tboa ngh so dee[dy? 

Cu. Didl^gh? 
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54 SCENES FROM •■ POLITIJIf." 

A sDly — a most siUy bshion I luve 

When 1 un vtry happy. Did I sigh ? iSigbmg.') 

Aless. Tfaoudidn. Thou an not well. Thoabait 
indulged 
Too mnch of lite, uid I am vexed to &t It. 
Late honn and vine, Castiglione, — these 
Wm ruin thee I— thoa art already altered— 
Thy looks are haggard — nothing so wears away 
The connitution as late hoan and wine. 

Cas. (fiiuriti;}. Nothing, fail ctmsin, nothing — not 
eren deep sorrow — 
Wean it away lite evil hoars and wine. 
I will amend. 

Aless. Do it I I would have thee drop 
Thy riotous company, too — fellows low bom 
III suit the like with old Di Broglio'a heir 
And Akuandra's husband. 

Cas. I will drop them. 

Aless. Thon wilt — ihoa mnst. Attend thon also 

To thy dress aad eqaipage — tbey are over plain 
For thy lofty rank and &shioii— madi depends 
Upon appearances. 
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SCEHES FROM •• POUTIJN." JS 

Cas. l-U >ee to it. 

Ales*. Then see lo it J — pay more attention, ur. 
To 1 beoiming ciniige — mach thoa wutest 
In digoit]'. 

Cas» Mach, mnch, oh, mnch I vuvc 
In proper dignity. 

Aless. (baugblily). Than mockeal me, tir J 

Ok*, (atilradedlj). Sweet, gentle Lalagc 1 

Ai^s. Heard I aright ? 
I speak to hun — be spe^ of Lalage 1 
Sir Count I Iplaca ber band on bii ibauidir) what ut 

thon dreaming? He's not well I 
Whatails thee, sir? 

Cts. (itarting). Cousin I £ur cousin I — tnatUni I 
I ORvt thy pardon — indeed I am not weU— 
Tour hand from off my shoulder, if yonpleaie. 
This air is most oppnssiTe I— Madam— the Dake I 

Enter Di Bkocuo. 
Di BaoGUO. My ion, I've news for thee I— h^? 
—what's the matter ? (pbsirviiif AleiSandIh..) 
1' the pout)? Kiss her, Castiglione I kiss her, 
You di^ I and make it np, I say, this minnte 1 



(6 SCENES FROil "POLITUtT." 

I've news for yon both. Politun ii npectBd 
Honily in Robk — Fclidui, Bad of Leicetter 1 
We'll hxre luDi at ihe vnUIng. 'Tis hit Gm vuit 
To the imperiil city. 

Aless. \^lutl Ptiitaa 
Of Briuin, Earl of Leicestei ? 

Di Bii>G. TIm smc, nqr love. 
Well have bim at tbe veddlag. A sun qnita 

Id jaa, but grey in tune. I haTC not teen lum. 
Bat nuDor ipcaks of him at of « prodigy 
Pre-eminent In arts, and aims, and veahli. 
And high descent. Well have itj in at the wedding. 

AusSp I have heard moch of this Politian. 
Gay, volatile and giddy — ii he not i 
And linle given to thinldng. 

Di Bitoe. Far from it, love. 
No branch, Ihej' say, of all philoso|)h; 
So deep abstruse he has not loastered il. 
Learned aa few aie Learaed. 

*'»" 'Tia veiy itnnge I 
I have Jcnown laca have teen PoUiiiui 
And Mmgbt bi« etimpuiy. Tliey jfieak of hisi 
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SCENES FROM "FOLITIAN." j? 

AiofanewhocDteied madl; into life. 
Drinking ^ cup of pleasure to ths i-ngk. 

Cks. Ridkoloos 1 Now I have icen Politiui 
And know him veil — nor leuned nor aiinbfal be. 
He i) a dreamet, and a man ihBt oat 
From coflunon puiioiu. 

Di ^moa. Quldim, we diaajiec 
Let OS go fbnh and taste the fragnnt ut 
Of the garden. Did I dream, oi did I hear 
Pollttan waa a mtkatbalj man ? (fixeiaii.) 



II. 

ROME--—-.^ Ijidy^s apartmenlf wilb a ndndovj optn and 
belling inla a gardm. Laiage, in detp laouming, 
nading at a table oit wbicb lit tame boois and a 
band-mirror. In lbs iacigromid Jacinta (a ter- 
vanl maiit) Iums cartleisly apcn a tbair. 

LiL.Jicinul isitUion? 

JAC, (JKrlfy). Te*, Du'am, I'm heie. 

7 " I did not know, Jaciuta, you weie in uniting. 
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;S SCENES FROM "POLITIAN." 

Sit down I — In not my piesence trouble yon — 
Sit down I — foi I am humble, most tuniblc. 
J*c, (ariA). Tis time. 

(JiCDTTA sats bmtlf in a sidiiong iBanatr 
afon lit chair, raling ber Motus upon the 
ba^kj and rfgarding her nistrtis vritb a 
amIemfluiHa Itei, Luage amtiimtt te 

Lu.. "It in inother climate, so he add, 
" Boie 1 brigbt golden flower, but cot i' tbis soil I " 

(Pauas, turni over lamt leava, and rtsunus.') 
" No lingering winters there, nor snow, nor showei — 
" Bat Ocean ever lo refresh mankind 
" Breathes the shrill spirit of the weatem wind," 
Oh, beantifQl 1— most beautiful 1— how like 
To what my fevered soul dolb dream of Heaven I 
Oha[^UndI (_Paiaa.) Shediedl — the maiden died I 
O itill more happy maiden who couldst die t 

(jAdHTA rdums nc atuatr, and Lalixie frafllj 
Told of 1 bcinteoas dame beyond the lei I 



SCENES FROM "POLITUN." jj 

Thus tpedceth one Fndiiiniil in the mmU of tbc 

pUy— 
* ' She died ^11 yming "—-one Bosi^ anxwcn hica^ 
" I think not so — hei infelicity 
"Seemed to hive yean too aamj" — Ah, locUcH 

hdyl 
Jacinta 1 (_Sim no aiinatrj) 

But like— oh, veiy like in ia despair — 

Of that Egyptiui queen, wiuiing so easily 

A thoiuand hearts^losiog at length her own> 

She died. Thns endeth tlie history — and hei ntiids 

Lean over hei and weep— two gentle maids 

With gentle names — Eiroi and Cbaimion 1 

Raiobow and Dore 1 — Jacinu 1 

Jac. (filllisMj), Madam, what u it? 

Lal. Wdx thoa, my good Jadnti, be soUnd 
As go down in the library and bring me 
The Holy ETangeliatS. 

Jac. Pshaw 1 <£»'<.) 

Lu,. If there be balm 
For ihc wonndcd apirit in Gilead it is there ! 
Dew in the night time of my bitter trouble 
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6o SCENES FROM •• POLITIAN.' 

Will tbcR be foond— " dew *weeter &r than dutt 
Wliicb bangs like cluins of peatl ou HermoD hill." 

(Xe^nltr Jachtu, ami limo s wIibkdii Ut f«Mi.) 

Jac. There, nu'ain, '> the book. Indeed ^ i« 
TCfy troublejome. (Jfidf.) 

Lu.. (jalmiibed). Whit didst ihon say, jKintaT 
HiTC I done aught 
To grieve thee oi lo vex thee^-I am >OfT]r. 
For thou hast scrred me long and erec been 
Tmstironby and icspcctfut. (AnnKt htr naimg.') 

Jac. I can't bclkrc 
She bat any men i«wel»— iw— no— she gave me ilL 

Lal. What didit thmi «ay, Jactnta? Mow I be- 
think me. 

Thou hast not sjaica lately of thy wedding. 

How (ues good Ugo > — and when il it to be T 

Can I do aught i — ii then no &iithei aid 

Than needesl, Jicinta? 
Jac. Ii there ao/urittr aid I 

That's meant for me. {AiiJt.) I'm tan, madam, 
you need not 

Be always thnnring those jewels in my teeth. 



SCENES FROU " POLITIAN." Ci 

Lu.. Jewell I Juinu,— now indeed, Jiciati, 
I thought not of the jewels. 

Jic. Oh { perh*pi not I 
But ihen I might lure swom it. After iB, 
There't Ugo ujs the ring is oaiy paite. 
For be'i ante ttie Count Ciatiglione ncrei 
Would h»e gWCB k ml diamond to mch tt yon ; 
And at the best Vta cCftun, nudam, ytm aaaot 
Have ow for jewel* nau. Bat I tnight hne iwotn it. 
(Exil.) 
(LiUOl hmli hitf Itart, md Itam btr bad 
apai til faih — afttr a thtrl pauit routi it.) 

lii' Pool Lilage I — and ii it come to tlaii? 
Thy servant maid 1— but courage I— 'tis bnt ■ viper 
Whom thoa haat cherished to sting tbee to the Mnl t 

(Taiae up tie mimr.) 
Ha 1 here at least's a Ciiend— too much a frimd 
In eailiei dajt — ■ Ucad iriU not deceive thee. 
Fait minor and true I now tell ine (for thon canst) 
A tale— a pretty tale— and heed thon not 
Though it be life with wo. It aniweis me. 
It speaks of snnkea eyes, and wasted eheeks, 
And Beauty long deceased — rememben me 
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63 SCENES FROM " POLITIAN." 

Of Joy deputed — Hope, the Seiapli Hope, 



Low, ad, and solemn, bat nuHt mdiUe, 

Wliiapeii of eailj grvre uotunelj jiwnin^ 

For rained ouid. Fait minor uid tme I — tbon lien 

Tltw hut no end to gain — no heart to break — 
CistiglioDe lied who said be loved — 
Thoa tme— he falie 1— Uie 1— &1k t 

(^WhiU sbt ipeais a Humi alien bcr aparlraMi 
and appnacbts tawtitmd.') 
Monk. Refuge thou hait. 
Sweet daughter 1 in Heaven, lliink of etemil 

things 1 
Give np thy loul to penitence, and pny I 

L*L. (aritmg burruMy). I amut pea; I— My aool 
it at war with God I 
The &ightfal sounds of meirimeni below 
Diitnrb my senses — go I I cannot piaj — 
The sweet airs fiom the guden worry me I 
Thy presence giicres me — go I — thy prieitly raiment 
FilU me with drewl — thy ebony ciDdfix 
With horror and awe I 
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SCEKES FROM •• POLITIAH." 6] 

MoHE, Tliink of thy pRcions loal [ 

\-u.. Think of my early days J — think of my bthei 
And mother in Henen I think of our quiet boinc. 
And the riralct (hM nn before the dooi I 
Thinkof my little tisceisl— think of ibem I 
And think of me 1— think of my tnsting lore 
And confidence — his vows — my niin — think — think 

Of my mupeiluUc miaeiy \ begone 1 

Yaitiy! yctstayl — ^what was it thon sitidst of pnjtt 
And penitence ? Didst thou not speik of fiuth 
And TOWS before the throne ? 

MoHX. I did. 

Lii. 'Tiawell. 
Ttaeit is a TOW *wre fitting should be made — 
A sacred tow, impeiatiTe, and nrgeot, 
A solemn TOW I 

Monk. Daoghler, this leil is well 1 

t " Father, this leal a anything but well I 
Hast thoQ a cnidfii fit for this thing 1 
A cmcifii whereon to register 
This sacnd vow? (He bandi her bit Mm.) 

Not that 1-Oh 1 no 1— no I— no I (ShuJJtriHg.) 
Kotthati Notthatl—1 tell thee, holy num. 
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64 SCEKES FROM "POLITIAN.' 

Tbjr ndmcnts uul xbj Amy cnn iffiight me I 

Stud tacb I I hive t cmcifii myself,— 
Xhare t cmdfii t Metlunka 'vwiye Gttmg 
The deed — the tow — the jymbol of the deed — 
And the deed's regiitei ihauld taBy, Cuhei I 

{Draun t ereu-bcmdltd iaggtr and raiia it o 

%•■) 

BcUold the croa vheiewiih i. tow like mine 

Monk. Thy wordj are mod new, dangbter. 
And speik a puipose onholy — tliy lipi ue livid — 
Thine eyes ire wild— tempt not the vtath divine I 
Pause ete too kte 1 — oh, be aol— be not ash I 
Sweu not the inth— oh, swear il not I 

' " I Til sw<H]i 1 



An apartmtta fn a palace. Poutun and BauuHjUI. 



Thou inDst not — my indeed, indeed, than shalt not 
Gtvc way unto tlMse hamon. BethysetfJ 
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SCENES FROM "POLITIAN." 6$ 

Shikeoffthe idle fuides thit lieset tbce. 
And live, &>r now Ihoa dicM [ 

POUTUH. Not SO, Bildiixu I 
Sunly I live. 

Bu.. Polihan, it dotb grieve me 
To see tbee thns. 

Pol. Baldamr, it doth grieve me 
To give tliee uiue for grief, my hODored friend. 
Comnund me, sirl vhM wonldn then bive me do7 
At thy behest I will shake off thit lutnte 
Which from my forefathers I did inherit, 
Which with my mother's milk I did imbibe. 
And be no more Politiio, bat some other. 



BiL. To the field then— to the eeld— 
To the Kiute oi the field. 

Poi.. AIu I lUs I 
There is an imp would follow me even there I 
There is an imp both followed me even there I 
There is vlut voice wis that ? 

Bu.. I bevd it not. 
1 hend not my voice except thine own. 
And the echo of Ihine owd. 
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•6 SCBKES FROM "POLITIJlf.- 

PoL, Thea I bnl dreamed. 

Bu.. Gire not ih; loal to dicanu : tbe cuip — tbe 

Befit ihec— Fame rmia ih«^^loiy e«II»— 
And hei the trampet^aogiied tboa wilt not kew 

And phanam Toicci. 

Pol. It u ■ ptuuitom Toiee I 
Didtt thou not hen it tbrnl 

Bu.. I beard it sot. 

Pol. Thou heardu it not 1 BalduMr, speak do 

To me, Politiau, of thy camp* and coute. 
Oh I I un sick, lick, sick, eren unto dcMh, 
Of the liollow and lugh-aoanding vuiittei 
OfthepopnlouiEinhl Bear with me yM awhik I 
We luve been bop together — achoid-fellows — 
And now are friends — yet shall not be to long — 
For in the etenul city thou ibalt do me 
A kind and gentle office, and a Power — 
A Power august, benignant, and sapam^— 
Shall tlien absdve thee of all fuidiei dniea 
Unto thy frieod. 
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SCENES FROM '• FOUTIAN.' 67 

Bu.. Thon qwakest a feu&il hddk 
1 tviU not aodcrstiuul. 

Pol. Yet sow as Fate 
Approuhcs, and the Houn are breitliiiig low. 
The sands of time aie changed to giddcii gcuns, 

I ammit die, hairing witiiin 1197 heart 

So keen * reUsh foi the beantifal 

As bath Ikcd kindled within it. Ucilnnju the ait 

bbalmierDQVtbuiitwu wont tote — 

Rich melodiei are filiating; in the winds — 

A rarer lordiness bedecks the earth — 

And with a holier Instie the quiet moon 

Sitteth in Heaven.— Hist [ hist) thon canst not ay 

Thon hearest not now, Baldtmar? 

Bu.. Indeed I heai not. 

Pol. Not hev it I — listen now — llswn I — the Puniest 

And yet the sweetest that ear eret beani I 
A lady's voice I — and sorrow in the tone I 
Balduzar, it oppiesses me like a spell I 
Agfiht 1 — again t — how solemnly it falls 
Into niy heatt of hearts ! that eloqaeoi vcdce 



68 SCENES FROM "POirTUH." 

Surd; I nerer beud — yet it vere veil 
Had I ha hoird it with it* tbriUing tone* 
In eoriiu da^l 

Bu.. I myself hear it tiov. 
Be nQll — the v<rice, If I miitake not gtettl]', 
Protteds from yonder lattice — vbich yon may aee 
Very plainly thraugh the window — il beloogs. 
Does it not? imto this palace of the Doke. 
The fiinger is andonbtedly hencath 
The roof of hii EiceUeoey — and peihap* 
Is even Ihat Alessandia of whom he spoke 
As the betrothed of Castl|^ne, 
His son and heir. 

Pol. Be still I— it comes again ! 
VoiCB (veryfaiully). 

" And il thy heart so strong 
As for to leave me thus, 
Who have loved thee so long 
In wealth and wo imong ? 
And is thy bean so strong 
As for to le«ve me tho^ ? 

Say nay— «ay nay ! " 
BiL. The song is English, and I oft tuvc heard it 
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SCENES FROM " POLITIAN." 69 
la meiTy Eogkud — nerer so plaintively — 
Hilt I hin I it comes again I 
Voice (iiur< hudtj). " Is it 90 strong 
As for to leave mc ihos. 
Who bave loved thee so long 
In wealth and wo inioag ? 
And ii tlij heart so strong 
A) for to leave me ihas 7 

Say nay— say nay I " 
Bu. Tis hushed and all is still I 
Pol. Anil Ml still. 
Bu.. Let ns go down. 
Pol. Go down, Baldazzar, go 1 
Bal. The boat is growing Ute-~-the Duke awaits 

OS,— 

Thy presence is expected in the hall 
Below. What ails thee, Earl Folitian t 
Voice {diditKllj). " Who have loved thee so long, 
In wealth and wo anioDg t 
And is thy heart so strong ? 

Say nay-.^^ay nay 1 " 
fiu.. Let ns descend I — 'tis time. Poliiiaii, give 
These Eutdei to the wind. Kcmcmbcr, prey. 
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70 SCENES FROM "POLITIAN." 

Your beuiog Ictdy txmni ainch of rodnusi 
Unto the Ehike. Atoiue dice 1 and nmember E 
Pol. RememtcrT lio. Leadont Ii»remember. 

L«t ns descend. Beliert me T yioaid give, 
Fieel; would girt die brtud lands of mj culdom 
To look upon the bee hidden by Ton linite— 
" To gaze apon that veiled (ace, and bev 
Once mare that tilent tongue." 

Bal. Lei me beg yon, sir, 
Descend with me— lie Dnke may he o&nded. 
Let ns go down, 1 pray yon. 

Voice (loudly). Saytujt sajyatjt 

Pol. {fltiifc). "ITs strange! — 'tis very stiinge— me- 
thought the Toice 
Chimed in with my dc^res and bade me stay) 

SweetTCJeel Iheeddiee, and will sncelyitay. 
Now be this Fancy, by Heaven, or be it Fate, 
Still will I not descend. Baldaaar, make 
Apology nnto the Duke for me ; 
I go not down to-night. 
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SC£WffS FROU "TOLTTIAU." 

Shall be MttDded ta. Goodmgbt, Politku. 
Poc Geod-BJght, ay friend, good-fUgkt. 



Tht foritm of a paia a maitUght. LiUAi atid 

POUTUN. 

Lu^GH. And d<nt thoa speak of low 
To mi, Fglfticn ?— dost thoa speik of lore 
ToLilige?-'^, vo— ah, wo ii me I 
This modcerj ]a most cmel— most cmel jodecil I 

PoLTruH. Weep not 1 oh, »ob not Aus !— thy 

Win madden me. CA, monni not, Lilige— 

fie comforted I I knew— I know it all, 

And itSl I speak of lote. Look at me, brightest 

And beaatifbl Lalige ^nni here thjne eyes I 

Tlun askest me It I coold speak of lore. 

Knowing what I know, and seeing what I hare seen. 

llwn asken me tbat-Hmd thns I aniwci the«— 
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Thai on my bended knee I uuwec tbee. (EuMmg.f 
Sveet Liliige, / Imc tbu — Ism tbet—biBi tba ; 
Thio' good uid ill — thro' wed ind wo I Idk iter. 
Hot niotbcT, with her fint-bocn on her knee, 
Tlicilli with iBtcTUd love tbui 1 for thee. 
Hot OB God'i iltir, in my time oi dime, 
Btuned then i holier fire than bnmeth now 
Within mj spirit for tbte. And do I lore ? (Arita^.y 
Even for thy woe> I Iotb — even for thy woes^ 
Thy beauty and thy woes, 

' " Aks 1 ptoad Eirl, 
Thtm dost forget thyself, remembering me 1 
How, in thy father's halls, among the ""''^™' 
Pure and lepioachless of thy princely line, 
Coold the dishonored lalage abide ? 
Thy wife, and with a tainted memory — 
My seued and blighted name, how would it uHj 
With the ancestral honon of thy house. 
And with thy glory? 

Pol. Speak not to me of glory t 
I hate — I loathe the name ; 1 do abhor 

It Lalage, and I PolitiaQ? 
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Do 1 am love — ut tbon not beintifnl— - 

What need we more? Hi I gloiy t— «ow iftik sot 

ofiti 
B; all I hoU matt taaei md nmn Kilemii— 
By all my wijbe» now — my fc»r> hereafter — 
By all I Acom on caith and hope in hcaTcq— 
Hide it no deed I iTOoM nkore glory in. 
Than in thy came to <coff at this same glory 
And trample it luider foot. What mattna it — 
What mattcia it, my direst, and my ben. 
That ve go down nnhonored and forgotteo 
Into the doit— 90 we deuend tt^ether. 
Deacend togetlier— and then — and then prrrhmrr 

LaL. Why doM thoa panic, PolitUn? 

Pol. And then perchance 
Arve ti^ether, Lal^e, and room 
The Rairy and quiet dweUJugi of the bleat, 
Anditin— 

IjkL. Why don than pause, Polhian? 

Pol. And still toftlbir—tigdiir. 

' " Mow, Earl of LeJceMcr 1 
Tfaoa loval me, and in my heart of bMRi 
I leel thou loren me tnilj. 
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H SCENES PROM "POUTUN." 

Pol. Oh, U^el 

(Tbraaime hma^nfM his t«K.) 
And loTcst tbon uuf 

' " I Hat I hnib ! >ritliia die gloom 
Of yoitder ticei authonght a figait i«it~- 
A spectnl figure, tolcmii, uid alow, and iriiirlnil 
Like the giim dudor Contdenoe, toleaui and DOiie- 

I wu ndstakcB — 'twu but a giant hough 
Stiired by the aiinmui wind. Politian ! 

Pol. lly Lalage — my lore I why ait than moved ? 
Why donthoQ tnni ao pale? Not CoaaaoKt' aiM, 
Far kn ■ dudow which thoa likcnest to it. 
Should (hake the firm apiiit thin. Bat the night 

Is chilly— and these melancholy bougha 
Throw over all thingi ■ ^oom. 

Lii.. Politiui J 
Thoa speakot to me of lore. Kaowest thoQ the 

land 
With which all tongues are busy — a land new foimd — 
Uiracnlomty foand by one of Gcno» — 
A thooiand lugncs within the golden vest } 
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A Eiiry Imd of floren, lad froh, uri nsAiae, 

Ajid crystal Ukcs, and oTCr-archiDg fon^a. 

And moiuituin, uoand lihoat rawering rmtnia A* 

Of Heaven antmBindled flow— wticb lii U bnaibe 
Ii Hippineu DOW, and viU be FrewlMn hcnaftet 
In days Ihtt oe to cinnc? 

Pol. Oh, irilt ihon— wilt thon 
FI7 to that ParsuUie— m; L*1(ge, wth tbsa 
PlftuaeririthBie} Tbcre Cue shdl be focgoma 
And Sorrow ^D be no more, mi Enn be all. 
And Hie tluH then be mine, for I wiU lii« 
For tbee, *ad in dine eyes — tnd tfaoit s%ah be 
No iDore a moaracT — bat the radiuM ^ajt 
Slull wait Bpon tbee, and the ingd Hopa 
Attend ftcE CTcr ; md I will k>ed H thee 
And worship thee, and call thee my bdored. 
My own, my beautifol, my lo«, my wife, 
Uy all; — oh, wilt thoa— wilt Ihon, Lilage, 
Fty thither with me> 

LxT,. A deed is to be done — 
CastigtiODC liycs I 

Pol. And he ibill die ! (Etil.) 
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Lal. (tfta ■ faMt). And— he— thin— die I 

■lul 
Outiglkilic die I WliD ^ke the wotdi? 
Where un I ?— vhit wu It he slid 7— Politiui I 
Thon art not gone — tboa irt not gtm, Politiin I 
I yU thon in not gone — jet dire not look, 
LeM I behold thee doI — thon cnUil Dot go 
With those word] upon thy lip) — Oh, ipeik to me [ 
And let mc hew thy Toiee—one word — one wocd. 
To sejr thoa ut not gone, — one little sentence, 
To lay how ibon doM Koni — how thon dost hite 
My womialy veikncu. Hi 1 hi t thoa art not gone — 
Oh, speik to mc I I ineui than wonldst not go I 
I knew thoD wonldst not, conldst not, Jarit not go. 

And ihns 1 etntch thee — thni t He ii gone, he Is 

Gono—pjoe. WIitN «m I } 'tii well— 'ti* very 

wdll 
So that the hlade be keen— the blow be rare, 
"Til wdl, 'til vtrj well—iki t lUi 1 



SCENES FROM " POLITIAN." 



Tin tuhnrhi. PoLmui ahnt. 
PoLrruN. Thii vcaknen growa npon m«. I MB 

And much I fear mc ill — it will not do 
Tq die ere I have lived I — Stay — suy tliy hud, 
O Airael, yet awhile 1 — Prince of the Powers 
Of Dirknesi and the Tomb, Oh, pity me I 
Oh, pity me I let me not periih now. 
In the budding of my Paradisal Hope [ 
Give me to live yel — yet i little while : 
Til 1 who pray for life— I who so late 
Demiuded bat to die— what sayeth the Conat? 

EHitr Buxiuui. 
BitniTTij That, knowing no came of qnanel oi 

Between the Eacl PoUtiin and himidf. 
He doth decline your caitd. 

Pol. mat didst Ihon »y? 
What aniwcr wi* it yon bronght me, good BaldaBtai? 
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With what ncesuTC fasgrancc the wpbfr comes 

Lidcn from yonder boweiS I — a fiirtr iaj. 

Or trot more vorthy Italy, methinki 

No mortal eyes have wen I — 0'M said the Contit? 

Eu.. Hut he, Ost^liiKiet not being unre 
Of any fead eiistitig, or any cause 
Of qnarcd bctwecB your lerdsluF and himwlif. 
Cannot accept the challenge. 

Pol. It ii moat tnic— 
All this ii lery true. When saw yon, m. 
When saw yon, now, Bddanu, in the iAgA 
Ungenial Britain which wc left 90 lalnly, 
A heaven so calm aa this — ao utterly &ee 
From the etil uiot of doodi ? — And he did taj I 

Btl. No more, my lord, than I have told yon, lii : 
The CouDt Castif^ioiie will not Gght, 
Haring no cause far qnanel. 

Pol. Kow this ii tme — 
All very tme. Thoa art my friend, Baldamr, 
And I have nol fargoctcu it — thoult do me 
A piece of service ; wilt thoa go back and uy 
Unto this man, that I, the Earl of Leicester, 
Hold bim a ixUainT— thm moch, I prydiee, t*j 
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Unto the Connt^it it fxceeding jiut 
He thould have cuue lor qnuiel. 
Bal, My laid I — my Ericul 1 — ■ 

Pol. (dMlc). Ttihe— hecomeiluiaMlfl (Aland.) 

I know -what thou wouldst ny — not mai lbs BK9- 

jage— 
Well I— 1 wiU think of it— I will ma Had it. 
Now pijiluc, leave toe— tuthct doth come » pecsoa 
With whom a£>its of 1 most priTite dMiuq 
I would adjnit. 

Bal. I go— to-oiatiim we meet. 
Do we Dot?— at tiie Vukan. 

Pol. At the Vatican. (£ztJ Bunuu):.) 

Enlir CASTlGLtONI. 

C*s. The Eail of LeicesWi bat I 
Pol. I aiH the Bail of LeJceMer, and thoa aee*!. 
Dost ihon not, that I am hcic} 
Cas. Mj lotd, some stiaDge, 

Huh wlthont doubt uisen : thou bait beea ncged 
Thereby, in heat of Bn|ei, 10 address 
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Some words man aaaeconDtible, in wiidng, 

To me, CistiglioDe ; the beuer being 

Btldinu, Dake of Surrey. I un iwue 

Of michiitg vhkb might warrant thee m thti thing. 

Having gi'tn thee no offence. Ha I — un 1 right ? 

Twu a mJMakc 7 — und(nibted!j-~wc all 

Do eiT at tirno. 

Pol. Draw, TilLun, and prate no more I 

Cas. Hal— draw}— and nllain? have at thee then 

Pnmd Eul 1 (Droivi.) 

Pol. (drauiing). Thus to the eipiatory tomb. 
Untimely sepulchre, I do devote thee 
In tlu name of Lalage I 

Cas. (JjHinf fall bit sword and riaiiUng ta Ibt 
ixirtmify of Ibe itage). Of Lalage I 
Hold off~thy sacred hmdl — avaimt I say 1 
Avannt— T will not ^^t thee — indeed T dare not. 

Pol. Thon wilt not fight with me, didst say. Sir 

Shall I b« baffled thui?-now this is well ; 
Didn say thoD darat DOt? Ha 1 
Gas. I dare not'— daie not — 



SCENES FROU •• POUTUN." ti 

Hold off tbj band— villi tbat Moved luiiw 
So beA upon Aj lip* I will not fight tlie»~ 
Icuinot — due not. 

Pol. Now by my hilidom 
I do beliere tbee I— cowud, 1 do belkre tbec | 
Cis. Hi t — coward ] — Ihis nuy not be I 
(Ctutcha bit mierd aad itaggtn taoHirds PoLirUH, 
fmt kit pHrfae Ji cbaiigid b/ara rtulmf him, 

Alai ] my brd, 

I am the Teriett coward. Oh, pity met 

Pou (gnatly ujtaud). Alail— I do— indeed I pity 

Cas. AndLalage 

Poi. ScomiirtI l~arist md die I 
Cu. It needcth not be— thos— thns— Oh, let ms 
die 

Thq» on my bended knee. It were mort fitting 
Thu in this deep homiliatiou I perish. 
For in ibe fight I will not njie a band 
Againn thee, Eail of Ldceitet. Strike ihou home — 
(fiaring Us hum.) 



S> SCENES FROM " POLITIAN." 

Hen 19 no let or hindnnee ta thy wetpon — 
Strike borne. I leill ml fight thee. 

Pol. Now sTlcttb ud HeUI 
Am I aot— un I not soraly — giicrooily lempttd 
To t>ke thee U thy word ? But muk me, ilr I 
Think DM to fly me thai. Do thou prepire 
Foi public inanlt ia (he streets — before 
The eyes of the citimu. Ill follor thee— 
Like u ivenging tpirit 111 follow thee 
Even unto death. Bebre those whom thou lovest — 
Before all Rome III taunt thee, Tillua,— HI taunt 

Dost hear? with uxranlict — thon viilt nal fi^t me> 
Thou Uesl 1 thou sball I (£»/.) 

CUs. Now this indeed is just 1 
Most righteous, and most )U3l, RTcoging Heaven ! 



POEMS WRITTEN IN YOUTH. 
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Privue itatona — some of whkb hiTc refncnce to 

the Bin of pUgurism, anil othcn to the ditc of 
Tennjison's first poenu— have induced me, aftei some 
besitition, to republish these, ihe cmdc compositioiu 
of my earliest boyhood. Tbejr tre printed wrhatim 
— without idteration ftom the origitul edition • — 
the due of which is too icmote to be judiciously 
acknowledged. E. A. P. 
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SONNET TO SCIENCE. 

SciEMCE I line dangbtei of Old Tma then ut 1 

Who iIkkm ill things with thjr peering tyts. 
Why pnjest tbon tbiu apon the poet'i hem, 

Valture, vhoie wings ire doll realities ? 
How should he lore ihee ? or how deem thee wise, 

Who wonldst not leave him in bis wandering 
To seek for ticuDic in the jewelled sides. 

Albeit he soued with an undanated wing ? 
Hast thou not dragged Diana from bei car ? 

And driven the Hamadryad fiom the wood 
To seek a shelter in some hapjnei nar ? 

Hut thou not torn the Naiitd lana her flood, 
The Elfin from the green grass, and from me 

The sonuncT dram beneath the Tnnrinil tree ? 
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Ah AARAA'P* 

Pi»rl. 

Ob t nothing eanhly save the ny 

(Thrown Wk from flowera) of Bent]''* eye. 

As in those gvdeiu when the day 

Spring) fiom the gems of Circuly — 

Oh I nothing euiMy save the thrill 

Of melody <n voodland rill— 

Oi (mniic of the passion-hearted) 

Joy's Toice so peacefully departed 

That, like the mnnnni in the shell. 

Its echo dwelletfa end will dwell — 

Oh I nothing of the dross of oon— 

Yet tU the be«uty— all the flowers 

That list ont I,OTe, and deck out bowen— 



sd by Tjelio Bnhe which appeved 
ttw dayt, a bril- 
liascT n»T«iD| that oT Ju^t«— (hcD ai laddealr db- 
■ppund, and ha* untr betn Han nncc 
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Adorn yon vodd tiv, *f>r — 



Tiras a jwtei time for K«s*ce— fbt there 

Uei world lay lolling on the golden lir. 
Near four bright sans — a temporuy lOt — 
Ad OUil in desert of the blot. 
Amy— away — 'mid Kas of rays that nil 
Empyrean splendor o'er tb' ancbained soul — 
The soul (hat scarce (the billows are so dense) 
Can straggle to its destined eminence — 
To distant spbeiei, Emm time to time, she lode. 
And late lo onn, the favor'd one of God — 
Bnt, now, the mler of an anchor*d realm. 
She throws aside the sceptre— leaves the helm. 
And, amid incense and high spiritual bymas, 
LdTes in qnadmplc light her angel limbs. 

Now happiest, loyeliest in yon lovely Earth, 
Whence sprang the "Idea of Beauty" into birth. 
(Falling in wreaths thro' many a startled star, 
Lika woman's hiii 'mid pearls, ontil, ibr, . 
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It 111 on hiUj Achuia, lad then dixit) 
She looked into lofinily— and kneh. 
Rich dondi, for cuiopies, ibont hei coded- 
Fit emblenu of the model of her wodd — 
Seen but in beuity— 'not impeding fight 
Of other beioty glittering thjo' the light— 
A wreath that twined each starry form arottnd. 
And all the opaTd aii in color bound. 

All hmriedl; ihe knelt upon a bed 
Of flowen ; of lihei inch as reai'd the head 
On the Cut Capo Deocato,* and spring 
So eagerly aiDuod about to huig 
Upon (he flying; footsteps of — deep pride — 
Of her who loved a mortal — and so dled.-t 
The Sepbilica, bndding with yonng beei, 
Uprear'd its pnrple stem aiDond her knees : 
And gcmniy flower^ of Trebizond misnain'd^ 
Lunate of highest stars, where cut it sbsm'd 



* Ob Santa Uanta— olio Dtmta^a. t Sapplia. 

t This aowu u mucti noticed hj L 
ToonWoiL Tht bta, I«(iia| Dpon iU b 
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AL AARAAF. 



Allot 

(The bbted nectar thit the heathen kaew) 
Delirionily sweet, wu dropp'd &ciiit Heaven, 
And iell on gudeDi of the nnforgiven 
In Tiduund — and on a *iinn; flower 
So like its own above, that, eo thii hotu. 
It (till lenuinetb, tomuing die bee 
With madness, and nnvonted Rverte : 
In Heaven, and ill its envitons, die leaf 
And blosaom of the buy plant, in grief 
Disconsolate linger — grief that hangs her head. 
Repenting follies that fiill long have fled, 
Heaving her white breast to the balmy air, 
Like guilty beauty, chasten'd, and moie bii : 
Nyctanlhes too, as sacred as the light 
She fears to perfume, perfnmisg the night : 
And Clytia pondering between many a sun,* 
While pettish tears adown her petals run : 



* Qjrtia— 7^ Gd^jwudnm Firmiamm, or, to 
ufloy a bettor luoani tom. Ihs (unusJ—irhlch tuna 
amtmoallj towajds iha nn, corcn itself, like Pern, the 
comlrr fnn which It conai, with dewy clooda whi^ cool 
andnlnih its flewais dwiD^ (he most violflBt hiat«f Uw 
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Aod that upiring flower that ipnng on Emfa *— 

And difd, eit snrce culled inlo Utlb, 

BQRdng in odoRHU heut in tpitil to wing 

la wij 10 [leiTen, fnnn guden of i king : 

And Vilisnetiin lonu thither flown t 

Fiom ttniggling wMi the water* of the Rhone : 

And thy most Inrdy porple peiAunt, Zinte I J 

Isda d'oio I — Fioi di Lennie 1 

And the NeJombo bnd that floats fot ever | 

With Indian Cupid down the holy riiei^- 

Faii flowera, and biry I to wbose caie is giTca 

To bear the Goddess* song, in odoix, up to Heaven : B 

* Than ii ctildT*l«] in lli> king'i (anien u Paris a 
apccioi of wer^Katmt alirta wiEluut pnckks, whcvc 1arg« 
kod beaatifuL dower ukaies a tirodff odor of the vadilla 
durinc thfl tulH of id cvpaniion, vhich u very (horL It 
does i»[ blow till iDwardi Iha moDlh of July ; jaa Ihm 
pcrcuve U fimduallr open its petala— expaad them — fad* 
— uDd die.— St. Pi inn. 

t Thm ii found, in the Khoiw, a bcaudful lilr of il» 
Valiuoiiin kind. lu lUm will ilrctch to Ihc Icziglh of 
Lhrei gr rcmr feet— (hm pmeiTiDg id head abora water in 
Lbe BvtlliD(i of the riTcr. 

t TIk Hjradnth. 

( It Ii a fiction of tba Indians that Cn{Hd vu £nt s«b 
Oouinf b me of theie dam the river Ganiei, and that 
h* itill Ions the cradle of hii childhixxl. 

I And yoldan viali full of odors, vluch are the p f ayer tf 
of lit* s^ia.— Rn. or St. John. 
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" ^liit 1 that dwellat wbece. 

In the deep ikj. 
The terriUc end bit, 

la beuuy Tiet 
Beyond the liiK of bloc — 

The boDodir; of the tar 
Which tnineth u the Tier 

Of thy battier and tb j bu — 
Of tbe buiier overgoae 

By the cometi who veie cut 
Froiti theii pride, and from their thronct 

To be drudges till the last— 
To be curieis of fire 

(The red fire of their heart) 
With ipeed that may not tire. 

And with pain that shall not pan — 
Who UTSst— (ioi -wc know- 
In Eternity — we feel — 
But the ihadov of vhoie hiow 

What ipliit iball reveal? 
Tho' the beings whom thy Nesace, 

lly nenen|er bath known 
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Hire dRam'd for th; Infinit; 

A model of liieir own • — 
Thy will is done, O God I 

The star bath lidden high 



* Tba HunuuniriaiBbddtbiitGodniiabeinidaitood 

M huTing MMy a hnwm i facm- — KiiiEf Clakkc'b Siucom, 
toL L page a6, fbl. ediL 

The drifk of HiLtoa'i arfumcDt leads biin to emplcrjr 
buvvaffv which would appear, at fint Hght, to wge upoo 
their doctrine ; bat it will be teen immediately that he 
[UBidi himaalf afaimt lhacharg«qi'liamnv adopted ooe of 
tbe DOM ignonnl enon of tlie dull aga of the Cliuidi. — 
Di. SuHHn's NoTB OH Mtltoh'i Chriitmn Doc- 

trarr, could Dew hav* been very gBienL AndeuN « 
Syiian of M caopotanmi was coodemned for the opinioa aa 
bcrttlcaL HelivtdlDthc begiDniogoftkiefoljrtlicentnry. 
Hit disdpJcs were called Ambiopooiorphitea.-'^HlEtf Dv 
PlH. 

AnofLg M ilton'i nunor pocjai ara ihate linca : — 

Didta uaortim pcwiidei ntmutm Deie, ftc 
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Thro' nuDy ■ tempest, bnt >be rode 

Beseadi thy burning eye ; 
And hete, [n thought, to thee — 

In thought that aa alone 
Ascend thy empire and 90 be 

A partner of thy throne- 
By viuged Fantasy,* 

My embassy is given, 
TBI seciicy shall knowledge be 

In the environs of Heaven." 

She ceased— and buried then her burning check. 

Abashed, imtd the lilies there, to seek 

A shelter from the fervor of His eye ; 

For the Stan trembled at the Deity. 

She itined not — breathed Dot— for a voice ma then 

How solemnly pervading the cahn air 1 

A soand of sileocc on the startled ear 

Which dreamj poeta name "the music of the 



* ScltniBBi Tochter Jo^ 
ScineiD Scfacn^inda 
Der Phutuie.- GoiTHI. 
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Onn 'a i world of words ; Quiet we call 
" Silence " — which is the merest word of ill. 
AH mtan speiks, ind cv'd ideal thiogi 
Fbp jhadowy uiiiuls from visionirjr wings — 
But ah I not so when, ihas, in realms on high 
The etenial loice of God is pissing by. 
And the icd winds uc witbeiing in the tk; t 



" Wlultho' in worlds which itghtles* CycW ran, * 
Link'd to 1 little system, uid one son— 
Wheie all my love is folly and the cmwd 
Sdll think my terrors but the tbunder-dond. 
The xtorm, the eaithqiuke, and the ocean-wrath — 
(Ah 1 will they crass me in my angrier path f) 
Whit tbo' in worlds which own a ungle sun 
Tbe'sanda of Time grow dimmer as they run. 
Yet thine is my resplendency, so gireu 
To bear mj secrets thro' the upper Heaven. 
Leave tenandess thy crystal home, and fly. 
With all thy tiun, athwart the moony sky— 



AL AARAAF. 9 

Apait — like fiiefliei in KcilUn oighi,* 

And wing to other world) onotlier ligbt I 

Divulge the secreti o£ th; embau; 

To the proad otb> that twinkle — uul ia be 

To trftj heart a baiiiei and a ban 

LeM the stars totter in the guilt ol man I " 

Up rose the maiden Id ihe yellow night. 
The single-mooaed ere 1 — on Earth we plight 
Oui faith to ODC love — aad one moon adon — 
The birthphtce of young Beauty had no more. 
As sprang that yellow star from downy hoars, 
Up rOM the maiden iaaa her shrine of Sowen, 
And bent o'er sheeny mountain and dim plain 
Her way — bat left not yet her TbenuKtm leign.f 



■ I hm often noticed a pnailiai' maremtBt of Iha £n- 
ffiaa ;-— they wiU collect in a bodr and fly off, fiwn 11 com- 

t TheniHEa, or TbtraHa, Ihe iiland mantioacd br 
Senaca* which, in a moakevt, arose &om the lea to Iha 
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P*KTlI. 



HioH on ■ mountiiii of eiumclUd hexd — 

Such u Ihe dmwsy shepherd on Ui bed 

Of giant pastiin^ lyiQg ^ his ease, 

Riiaitig his heavy eyelid, stans and sees 

With many a muttered " hope to Ik forgiven " 

Whit time the moon is qnidnced in Heaven — 

Of rosy head, that wwering tar away 

Into the sunlit ether, caught the ny 

Of sunken snni at eve— at noon of night. 

While die moon danced with the fair stnuiger light — 

Upreand upon such height arose > pile 

Of gorgeous colomni on ih' nobunhen'd air, 

Fluhiog from Parian marble that twin smile 

Far down upon the wave that sparkled there. 

And naisled the young mouatain in its lair. 

Of molten stars their pavement, such as £dl * 

Thro' the ebon air, besilveriag the pall 
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Of theit own dissolatioii, wliile (bcj ilie — 

Adorning th«a tlic dvellings of the ikj. 

A dome, by linked light hotn Heayea let down, 

5«t gently oa iheie columns as > ciown — 

A window of one drcnlat diamond, there, 

Look'd out above into the putple lii. 

And nys from God shot down that meteor chain 

And hallow'd all the beauty twice again. 

Save when, between th' Empyrean and that ting. 

Some eager spirit fl^p'd Ms da^y wing. 

But on the pillars Seraph eyes have seen 

The dimness of this world : that grayish green 

That nature loves the best (bi Beiaty*] grave 

Lurked in each cornice, round each architrave — 

And every scolpmred chemb thereabont 

That from his marble dwelling peerM Out, 

Seemed earthly in the ihadow of Ms niche — 

Achaiaa statues in a world so rich ? 

Frieies from Tadmor and Persepolis* — 

Fmn Baolbec, and the itillj, clear abyss 
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or buatiful Gomorrlu I O, the wive* 
Is now upoD thee— but too ]>te to nit I 



Soond loves to revel in > summer night : 
Witneu the munniir of the gnj twilight 
nut stole opoa the en, in Eynco.t 
Of Duny 1 wild stu-guer long ago — 
Thai steileth evec on the ear of him 
Who, muling, gueth oa the disiuice dim, 



aigt ma pLod d'OAB chaipA del iDchen itoila — peuc il tat 
on ehef d'oeuwe dei am I " 
* "O, ths w»e"— Ula Decuisi ii iha Tnrldih appat- 

Almotanah. llif re wm undoabtAdJy dmn thaa two dlioa 
gBfDlphed in the " Dead Sen." In Hx Valley td Sildim 
wen five— Admah, Zeboim, Zoar, Sodom, and GoiDorrluu 
Stephen of Bymidiua menlioiu eight, aul Strabo IhlRcea 
(aocnlphed)— but the Lut ii out oral! leaion. 

It is said [Tauliu, SDabii, Jaiepbni, Darnel of St. 
Saba, Nau, MaDadRl], Troilo, D'Arvieni] ttuU aftei aa 
eiEttiaiirfl droocht, the veitifei of coltitnnj, wali^ &c, an 
lees aboTe the luriaco. At aH]/ leaion, such remwn 
mar be diicoterad hy looking down iota the trBJuparent 
lake, and at »ch distaneel as would ar[Ue the antitenee 
D the ipaee .oow Duiped by the 
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And sees the dukness coming is a cload — 

II not its foim — its voice — most palpable and loud ? * 

Bat wbal it this I— it cometli— and it bilngs 
A music with it— 'tis the rash 6f wings— 
A pause — and tiien a sweeping, falling stiun. 
And Nesace is in her halls again. 
From the wild energy of wanton haste 

Her cheeks were flushing, and her lip aptrt; 
And zone that clung around her gentle waist 

Had bunt bcnealh the heaving of her heart- 
Within the centre of that ball to bceathe 
She paus'd and panted, Zanthe I all beneath 
The fairy light that kiss'd her golden hair. 
And loog'd to rest, yet could but spiiUc then I 

Young Sowers were whispering in melody f 
To happy flowers that night — and tree to tree : 



* I ban cA« IboDcht I could duticctly buir the ao 
of the daikncB at it uol< ma ite bnnioii. 

WiTU or WlHDSOI. 
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Fonnniiu mte iintUng mniic u ilxy Cell 
In muijr « *tu-4it grave, or moott-Ut ddl ; 
Tet iQence oune npon materi*] thingt — 
F*ic flovcn, bright wiKi&Ul uiil uigel wings — 
And vmnd alone that from the spirit spiuig 
Bore burthen to the chum the nuiden sang : 



" 'Neath Une-bell or nn«taer— 

Or nned vSi spray 
That keep*, from the dieamer. 

The mooDbeam away—* 
&iglil beings 1 that pondet. 

With haU doamg eyea. 
On the star* which yoni vondcr 

Bath drawn from the does. 
Till they glance ibio' the shade, an 

Come down lo yoor biow 



■ lDScriptiu«{>t)utpa>si«B--"llisa(uiBhalliiMiaite 
thse bjr dajt, nor Ihc moan V oight." It is pvrtiapi sM 
ganormllj known that the moon, in %^ypt, h«t tlte effect 
of pndudng bimdncu to tboK who sleep with the face 
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Who ci^on 7<m now— 
Arise I from your dteaDing 

In Tiolct bowen. 
To duty boccming 

Tbese Mu-JittcD horn — 
And Aaie Erom yoni uokb 

Encnmber'd vitb dew 
The breuh of thme kiues 

Thil ciunbei them too— 
(O t how, wilhont joa. Love [ 

CoDld uigets be blen!) 
Thoae kisses of tme love 

ThM lull'd ye to rest 1 
Up 1— ihake from yonr wing 

Euh bindeiing thing : 
The dew of ibe night-" 

It would weigh dawn your fli| 
And true love carwses — 

O t leave tbetn ipsrt t 
They are light od the tresses. 

But lead on the heart. 



u,3,,zMn, Google 



Al AARAAF. 

Ligdil Ijgeiil 

My beantiful one I 
WbOK hushcM id«i 

Will to melody rtm, 
Ol UitthywiU 

On tbe breoa to toss 7 
Or, cipricioasly ttiU, 

Like the lone AlbUiMS,* 
Incnmbenl on Dighl 

(As she on the lit) 
To keep wMcb with ddlgfat 

Od the luimaay theie? 

LigeU ! wherever 

Tby image mij be. 
No nugic sfaitl sever 

Thy mosic from tbee. 
ThOD hist bound nuny eyes 

In a dresmy sleep — 
Bnl the strains still uise 

Which ihy vigilance keep — 



" The Albiitroti 11 nid to ileep on ih« wiog. 
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TIi« niuid of the nin, 

Wbich leapi down to the flower 
Aad dancn (gain 

In the rhythm of the shower — 
The monnur that springs * 

From the growing of grass — 
An the music of things — 

But are modell'd, llaa I— 
Away, then, my dearest, 

O I hie thee away 
To springs that lie clearest 

Beneath the moon-ny — 
To tone lake that smilea. 

Id its dream of deep test. 
At the many star-isles 

That enjewel its breast — 
Where wild flowers, creeping, 

HiTC mingled their shade, 



m i^d Engluh tale, which I am 
I quou Itooi numofy :^" The 
t, tprinB^heade and oriEiite of 



of iha forat do malie wl 
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On its ma^in ii ileeping 

Some have left the cool ^ide, u 

Have tlept with the .b«e^* 
Atoqk them, toy miidca, 

Od moorland and lea — 
Go I breathe OP tbeit slnmbei, 

M softly in ear, 
The musical nnmbec 

They slnmbcr'd to hear— 



Whose sleep hath hecn taken 
Beoeath the oiii maaa. 



• Tha wild bee will D 



Hm Ajma in Ihii mH, u in oae about liilr U 
bifan, bai an appeanum of aflcctation. It ii, hcnrai 
imilaled from Sir W. Scon, or rather (rem CUaod Holer 
ia wfacaa mouth [ adnured in effect : — 
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Ai the qidl lAkh no •Ininber 

Of wjtcbeij aiiy test, 
Vrhe Tbjthmical Dumber 
I WbklilulkdhimtoieR?" 

Spirits in wing, nd angels ts the *iew, 
A tbonuod sec^bf bom th' Empriein thro', 
Yoong ditams still hcnrerii^ on tbeic iliow^ flight- 
Serqiba in all but " Knowledge," the keen light 
That fell, refracted, thra' th^ boondl, afar, 
O Death I fromcTeofGodnpon that star: 
Sweet Ttu that eiroi— tweeter still that death- 
Sweet was that error — ei'n with bi the breath 
Of Science dims the miiror of our joy- 
To than 'twere tbe Simoom, and would destroy — 
For whit (to them) availeth it to linow 
That Truth is Falsehood— or that Bliss ii Woe ? 
Sweet was their death — with them to die was tile 
With tbe last ecstasy of satiate life— 
Beyond that death no immortality — 
Sat sleep that pondereth and is not "to be" — 
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And diere — oh ! nuy my weuy sfBrit dvdl — 
Apul &Dm Heaven's Eteniity — and yet how In from 

Hdll* 
What guilty quit, in vlut ilimbbery dim, 
Htati Dot the sturing mnunoiu of that hymn ? 
Bat two : they fell ; for Heami no gnce imputi 
To thoae who hetr not foi dieir beitiiig hetits. 
A nuidcD uigel and her 9enph4ovei — 
O I where (ud ye miy aeek the wide ikiei orer) 



■ With the Anbiwu Ibere it ■ nediDin bctwea Hitna 
■bd HbU, vben mAn Jtlffcr no pafluhment, but Jtt do not 

attthl that Ennqnll and flTen luppiDcuwfau^ they nqiflOH 
to 1» characLenitic of heavenly et^oywit. 



Sorrow ii not excluded (mm "Al AuaaT.'lnlit iithat 
uarov which the Jivlag love Co cboUh for the dead, aod 

The pa wi q n a t e cidrenieiit of t«OTe, aod the boojaney ef 
•piril atteudut ninn IntoiicatioDi are iu leu holy idea- 
satei — the rriee of which, Co IboH louli who nula dioioa 
cf "AlAanaf" at their raUence after lif^ iiGml death 
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W» Levc, tbe blind, neic sober Duty koom ? 
Unguided Lore liith EiUen — 'mid "lean of perfect 



He wu 1 goodly spirit— be who fell ; 
A wanderer b; moss-y-mantled well — 
A gizer on the ligha thai shine abore^ 
A dreamer in the moonbeam by his lore -, 
What wonder ? for each stir is eye-like there, 
And looks so sweetly down on Beanty's haii— 
And they, and ev'ry mossy spriag were holy 
To his loYC-tunnted heart and meUmcholy. 
The night had found (to bim a night of wo) 
Upon a mountain crag, yoatig Angela — 
Beetling it bends athwart Ihe solemn slcy, 
And scowls on Etarry worlds that down beneath 

it lie. 
Here sate he with his tore — his dark eye bent 
With eagle gaie along the fiimament : 
Now tnmed ii npon her— but ever then 
It trembled to the oib of Euan again. 
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" Iintbe, deucst, wc I how dim dut ny t 
How Io*d; 'til to look so bi mxjl 
She seon'd not thus upon tlut utoiiui ere 
I IcA her goigeoai b«lb — nor moam'd to leave. 
Thai eve — thit ere — I ihould icmcmbet well — 
The xim-nj dropp'd, in Lemnoi, with ■ vf^ 
On th' Anbeujnc caning of a gildnl hall 
Wfaoonl ate, and on ihediaperied will — 
And m mjr ejp^-Hda — O, the heavy light t 
How diDwsily It weighed (hem into night I 
On flowers, before, and miat, and lore they ran 
With Penian Saadi in his Gulinan : 
But O, that light I— I slombeied — Deadi, the 

while, 
Stole o'er my senses in that lovely iile 
So softly that no single lilken halt 
Awoke that slept — or knew that he wsi thete. 



" The Ian apot of Earth'* orb I trodapon 
Wai a pcond tem^de called the PmhcDon ; " 
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Hoie beauty dimg Mooiid her c^Dmacd mil 
Ttun erea tfay gloving boaoin bob whlul,* 
And when old Tune my wing did diienthn] 
Tlmice ipraug 1— u the ei^ traa hia towei, 
And years I left behind me in an hour. 
What time npon her airy bmndj I hnsg 
One half the garden of her globe was Song 
Unrolling ai a chart onto my Tiew — 
Tenantless dtics of tbe dacrt too I 
Iinihe, beauty crowded on me then. 
And half I wished 10 be igain of mm." 

"MyAngeloI and why of them to be } 
A brighter dwelliog-place is here for thee — 
And giMnet ficUb than in yon world above. 
And woman'* lordinen— and ptusionate love." 

" Bot lin, lanthe I when the air so loft 
Fiikd, «i my pennon'd spirit leapt aloft,f 

' " SfaAdcnrioff more beaaty in dieir airy brnva 

Than hMTc the whiu hnuU of the qaeenof Ion." 
— llAaunn. 
t Pannoa, fur^nicB.— Hiltok 



D AL AARAAF. 

Peihips my bnin grew diiiy — but the world 
I left 90 lite was into cbun hnrl'd, 
Spnuig SrCBD hei station, on tlie winds ipait. 
And roHcd i flime, the Setj Heaven ilhwirt. 
Metbonght, my sweet one, tlien I ceased to soar, 
And fell — not swiftly as I rose before. 
Bat with a downward, tremuloiu motion thro^ 
Light, brazen rays, this golden star unto I 
Nor long the measure of my fjdliag houis. 
For nearcit of all stars was thine to oars — 
Dread star I that came, amid a night of mirth, 
A r^ Dsdalian on the timid Earth." 



" We came— and to thy Eaitb — but not to ns 
Be given our lady's bidding to disciiss ; 
We came, my love ; around, above, below. 
Gay fire-fly of the night we come and go. 
Nor ask a reason save the angel-nod 
She grants to us as granted by her God — 
But, Angelo, than thine grey Time unfurled 
Never his Siirj wing o'er £uiier world I 
Dim was its little disk, and angel eyes 



m, Google 



AL AARAAF. iii 

Alone MnU see Ihe phuitom ia the skies, 
When first Al Ktiaii knew hei conrae to be 
Headlong thitherward o'ct the stiny lea — 
But when its glory swelled upon the sky. 
As glowing Beauty's hnst beneath man's eye, 
We paused before the heritage of men. 
And thy stu trembled — as doth Beauty then 1 " 



Tfans in discourse, the loven whiled away 

The night that waned and waned and brought no 



They fell : for Heaven to them no hope imparts 
Who hear not foi the beating of their hearts. 



TAUBRLANB. 



Sach, &tlicc, 15 not (now) my dieme — 

I will not nudljr deem that power 

Of Einh nuy sbiive me of tlie liii 
Uneflrthlj pride hith lerell'd in — 
I hive no lime la dote or dreun : 

Ton on h liope— that Gte of fire 1 

It ii but agony of daiit ; 

Iflomhope-OGodt I cu- 
lts fbnnt is holier — more divine — 

1 would not call thee fool, old nun. 
But inch i> not a gift of thine. 

Know tbon the secret of a spirit 
Bowed tFOm its wild pride into shune. 

O ircAiiung beut I I did inherit 
Thy withering ponioD with the £une, 
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The sanng glorji which. h«ih shone 
Amid the Jewels of my thnme, 
HdoofHeUI andwiibtpiin 
Not Hell shall m»k« ine Ctu tpiorr- 

craving heart, for the lost floweis 
And sunshine of mj snmmer hours I 
The uudying voice of that dead time. 
With its intetiuiuable chime, 
Rinp, in the spirit of a spell. 
Upon thy emptiucss — b knell, 

1 have not always been u now ; 
Tbt fevered diadem on my bntw 

I claimed and wou umrpingly — 

Hath not the same fierce heirdom given 

Rome to the Qesar— this to me ? 

The heritage of a kingly mind. 

And a proud spirit which hath striven 

Tiinmphantly with homan Idnd. 



soil I first diew life : 
o( the Ta^y have shtd 
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Nightlj' their dewa upon my hod, 
And, 1 believe, the winged strife 
And tnmoh of the headlong aii 
Have nestled in mj -nry luic. 

So lite from Hcaien— tlmt dew— it fell 

(Uid irtana of to unholy night) 
Upon me vitli the touch of Hell; 

While the red Suhing of the light 
Fiom donds that hung, like burners, o'ct, 

Appeared to my half-clodng eye 

The ptgemtry ol monarchy ; 
And the dc^ tiumpet-thonder's lOar 

Cune hnrricdly upon me, telling 
Of human battle, where my voice, 

Hy own Toice, silly childl— wis swelling 
(O I lunr my tpiiit would re)aice. 
And leap within me at the cry) 
The batlle^ry of VicWry ! 

The lain came down upon my head 
Undielier'd— flnd the heavy wind 
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Renikred me nud and deaf and blind. 
Il vu bnl man, I thought, who shed 

Latucls upon me : and the nuh — 
The toirent of the chilly air 
Gn^ed withio my en the cniih 

Of empires— with the captive's pnjtr— 
The hnm of sniton — and the (one 
Of flattery 'round a sovereign's throne. 

My passions, from that hapless hour, 

Usurped a Tyranny which men 
Have deemed »ace I have reached to power 
Idy innate nature— be it so ; 

But, Cither, there lived one who, then, 
Tlien— in my boyhood— when their fire 

Bnm'd with a still inteuser glow 
(For passion must, with youth, expire) 

E'en f ten who knew this iron heart 

Id woman's weakness had a pan. 

I.bave no word»— alisl— to tell 
The lovdiness of loving well I 
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Hot wonld I now attempt to tace 
Ttw more ttun benty of i &ce 
Whose lioeunenu^ apon my miiuii 

f^jf shadows on tb' uniuble wind : 

Thus i lenwiiiber haring dweh 
Some pige t^culy lore npon. 
With hntering eje, till I hme feh 
Hw lette»— Jwith flieii mesning— iMlt 
To fantasies— with none. 

O, she was worthy of ill lore I 

Love— « in inEuicy— w«s mine— 
Twas such as ingel minds above 
■ fSit*-- Might envy ; her yooag heait the shrine 
On whiih my every hope and thought 
Were incense— then a goodly gift. 
For they were childish and upright — 
Pure— as her yoong example taught : 
Why did 1 leave it, and, adrift, 
Tnut to the fire within, for light ? 

We gtew im Bge— and tove-^ogetlier— 
Koiming the forest, lad &e wiM ; 



m, Google 



TAMERLANE. ii 

My bicMt b«l shield in wintry weitliet— 

Aod, vfaen the friendly niiuhiiie nuileil. 
Atid she miold nuik the opening skies, 
/ »w no hearen— hot in her eye*. 
Yanng Lcne't Cm lesion is the heut ; 

Foi "mid that sonshine and those smiles. 
When, iaaa oni little cues aput, 

And Unghing « her girlish wile*, 
I'd throw me on her throbbing bteasl, 

And pour my spirit oat in tetn — 
Then wis no need to speak the rest — 

No need to qniet any fears 
Of her — who ask'd no reason why. 
Bat tam'd on me ber quiet eye I 

Yet nan than worthy of the lore 
My spirit strolled with, aod strode, 
When, on. the monntain peaV, alone. 
Ambition lent it a new lone — 
I had no being — bat in thee : 

The world and «11 it did contain 
In the earth— the aii— the sea- 
Its Joy— its little )ot o( pun 
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ThM m* new pleututt— tbe UmI, 

Dim, Tinitiea of dreanu b; night — 
And dimmer nothings which were real — 
(Shadows — ind i mon ihidowy light t) 
Pirted upon iheir mist; wings, 
And so, confusedly, becsme 
Thine image and — i name — a name J 
Two sepante— ;et most intimate things. 



I was vnbitioai — have you known 

The passion, father? Yon have not: 
A cotligei, I mailc'd i throne 
Of baU the world as all my own. 

And mormnr'd at such lowlj lot — 
Bat, jost like any other dieain. 

Upon the tapor of the dew 
My own had past, did not the beam 

Of beanty which did while it thro' 
The minnte — the faont — the day nppreis 



We walk'd together ot 

Of a high motintaiu which looked down 



TAMERLANE; 

/Jar &am jcs pnmil natural towen 
Of rock and forest, on the hills— 

The dwindled hills I begin with bowen 
And ihontiiig with a thansand tills. 

I apdke to her of power and pride. 

But mynicillT — in such guise 
That she might deem it nought txdde 

The moment's converse ; in her eyes 
I read, perhaps too carelessly^ 

A mingled feeling with my own— 
The flush on her bright cheek, to me 

Scem'd to become a qaecnly tbroae 
Too well that I should let it Tse 

Li^t in the wilderness alone. 

I wr^d myself in grandear then. 
And donn'd a Tisionuy ctown — 
Yet it was not that Fantaay 
Had thrown bet mantle awe me— 

Bnl that, among the rabble— men. 
Lion Ambition is chain'd down — 



TdUBRLAl^E. 

And cienchei to > kee p e t 'a bind — 
Noi so Id ieteio where the gWDd — 
Tlie wjld-4lie t«nible conspirs 
mth thdr own bitttb to &a his fiie. 



Look 'mmi thee now on SanUtcmd I — 

l9 she not queen of Earth) hci pride 
AboT<i oil cities? in her hand 

Their destinies Hn ill beside 
Of gtory which the world luth known 
Stands sh« not noUy lod alone? 
Falling— her TcrieM stepping-stODe 
Shall form the pedestal of t thnmc-* 
And who her sovereign 7 Timonr— he 

Whom the astonished people tax 
Striding o'er empires haughtily 

A diidem'd oailav 1 



O, honian lore ! thoa spirit giyen. 
On Earth, of all we hope in Heaven I 
Which M'st into the sonl like lain 
Upon the SIroc-wilhered plain. 



m, Google 



TAMERLAHE. 

And, tilling in thy power to bless, 
Bat leiT'st the hean • wildemels I 
Ideil vhich bindesl life aroand 
With miuic of lo stnngE a sound 
Aad beonty of so wild a birth— 
Farewell 1 for I hive woo the Einh. 



Wlien Hope, that eagle ihit lower'd, could sea 

Ho cliff beycmd him in the sky, 
His pinions were hent drooplngly — 

And homeward tnm'd his softened eye. 
Twu BUDsei ; when the snn will part 
Thne eotnes > snllentiess of heart 
To him who still would look upon 
The gloiy of the sommer snn. 
That soul will hate the ev'ning mist 
So often lovely, and will list 
To the sonnd of the coming darkness (known 
To those whose ^irits beitken) as one 
Who, in a dream of night, umiU fly. 



TAMERLANE. 

What tho' the moon — the white mooD 
Sbcd ill the splendor of her ooon, 
Hit smile is chilly — and btr beam. 
In that tiine of drearinas, will seem 
(So like yoa gather in youi breuh) 
A portrait uken after death. 
And boyhood is a summer sun 
Whose waning is the dieinest one — 
For all we live to know is known 
And all we seek to keep hath flown— 
Let life, then, as the da^-flower, fall 
With the noon-day beanty — which is all. 
I reach'd m; home — my home so more— 

For all had flown who made it so. 
I passed from out its mossy door. 

And, ibo' my tread was soft and low, 
A voice cune from the threshold slone 
Of one whom I bad earlier known— 
O, I defy thee. Hell, to show 
On beds of fire that bum below. 
An hnmbler heart— a deeper wo. 
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TAMERLANE. 

Fathei, I fiimly do believe — 
I JbftDHi — fin Deuh who comes fbt me 
From regions of the bleat a£»r, 
Wbere there Is nothing to decdve, 
HMh left Ms iron gate ijar. 
And i»js of truth yoa cannot see 

Are flaihing thro' Eteioity 

I do believe that Eblis hith 

Else how, when In the holy grove 
I wandered of the idol, Love, — 
Who daily scents his snowy wings 
With incense of bnmt-offetings 
From the most nnpallated things 
Whose pleasant bowers ate yet so riven 
Above wilb tnllls'd nys bora Heaven 
No taote may shun — no tiniest fly — 
The lighi'iilng of his eagle eye^ 
How was it that Ambition crept, 

Unseen, amid the revels there. 
Till growing bold, he langbed and leapt 

In the tan^ of Love's veiy hail? 



A DREAM. 

In tWodi of the dut nigbi 
I hxn dreuned of joy deputed — 

But 1 wilung dreiffl erf life and light 
Hath left mc fanken-beuted. 

f— 

Ah 1 vh>t is not a dfeun by day 
i TohimwhiMecTeaireaut 
1 On things aioimd him with » lay 
( Turned back npon the past ? 

That holy d»un — that holy dieun, 
'While all ihe world were chiding. 
Hath cheered me as a lovely beam, 
A lonely spirit goiding. 

What thongh that light, thio'stonn and nlj 

So trembled from i&r — 
Wh« conld there be more porely bright 

In Tnith'i day-siar? 
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RaiuMCE, vbo loves to nod and sing, 
'Willi diowsy head uid folded wing. 
Among the green leave* u they shake 
Fu down within some shadowy late. 
To me a painted paroqaet 
Hath been — a most bmillar bird — 
Taught me my alphabet to say — 
To lisp my very earliest word 
While in the wHd wood I did lie, 
A child — with a most liDowiag eye. 
Of late, eternal Condor years 
So shake the very Heavea on high 
With tomoll a* they Ihonder by, 
1 have DO time for idle cares 
Through guing on the onqoiet iky. 
And when an honi with calmer wingi 
Its down ajioti my spirit flings — 
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ROMANCE. 

Ttut little tiine with lyre and ihyme 
To whUe >w>; — forbidden things [ 
My heut would feci to be a crime 
Unlets it trembled with the nrings. 
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FAIRYLAND. 

Dm vales — and sludowy flood) — 
And dondy-lookiiig woods, 
WboK fonm we can't dUcorer 
For the tears that drip all over 
i Huge moons there wai and wane — 

Every moment of the night — 
For ever changing places — 
And tbey pat oat the stat-ligbt 
With the breath from their pale faces. 
About twelve by the moon-dial 

(A kind which, upon trial. 
They have fbond to be the be«) 
Comes down — stUl down — and down 
With its centre on the crown 



m, Google 



FJIRYLA^fD. 

OfamonnuiD's eminent, 
While its wide dreonifcrence 
Ineuydnpeiy lillt 
Over hamletj, over halls. 
Wherever they may be — 
O'er the stmnge woodt— o'er the » 
Over spirits on the wing — 
Over every drowsy thing — 
And biuies them op qtilte 
In a Ubyrintli of light— 
Aoddieahcnrdeepl— O, deep! 
I» the pusion of their sleep. 
In the morning they arise. 
And their mooiiy covering 
Is soiring in the sties. 
With the tempests as they toss. 

Like ahnost uiy thing — 

Or ■ yellow Albatross. 
They nse that moon no more 
. For the same end as before- 
'^'C^ildicetiiteM— 

Whidt I think eicnxMguit. 



FAIRYLAND. 

Id xitmatt, howerer, 
Imo a shower dissevet. 
Of which those butterflies, 
Of Eanli, who seek tbe skies, 
And so coaa down again 
(Never-eonteDted things I) 
Have brought > spednien 
Upon llieir quivering wings. 
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St siDging; biidi. 
Are lip] — and oU thy melody 

Of lip-liegonen iPOtils— 

Thine eyes, in Beiven of hem enshrined' 

Then desolately fidl, 
O God I on my fnnereil mind 

Like stulight on > pell — 

Thy heiTt— (iy heart I— I w»ke and sigh. 

And sleep to dream till day 
Of the tmth that gold can never bny — 

Of the banbtes that it may. 
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TO THE RIVER . 

FUK rivei I in thy bright, clear flow 

Of crystal, wsndcriag water, 
Thou ait an emblem of the glow 

Of heanty— the unhidden hean — 
Tbe playful maziness of art 
In old Alberto's daughter ; 

But when wiiMD ih; wave ihe looks— 

Whkh glistens then, and trembles — 
Why, then, the prettiest of biooks 

Hei worshipper resembles ; 
For in bis beart, as in iby stream. 

Her image deeply lies — 
His hean wbich trembles at the beam 

Of her lonl-searching eyes. 
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THE LAKE. TO . 

In spring; of jouth it wu my lot 
To hauDt of the wide world i spot 
The wbich I could not love the le»-~ 
So lovely was ;hc lonelinea , 
Of a wild klu, with bUck rock bound. 
And the tnU pines (hat toireied uonad. 

Bat when the Might bad thrown her pall 

Upon thai spot, as npon all. 

And the mystic wind went by 

Murmuring in melody — 

Then — ah, then, I would awake 

To the tenor of the lone lake. 

Yet that terror was not tight, 

But a'tiemalans delight — 

A feeling not the jewelled mine 

Could teach or bribe me to define 

Nor LoTO— although the Love were thine. 
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THE LAKE. i 

Death wu in ttut poisonoas wave. 

And in its gnlf a finini; grave 

For bim who thence could solace bring 

To his lone imagining — 

Whose solitary soul conld make 

An Eden of that dim lake. 
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I uw thee on tb; bridal <ky— 

When 1 bnmii^ blush came o'er thee, 
Though happiness irotmd Uiee Uy, 
The world all lore before thee : 

And in thine eye ■ liinillmg light 

(Whaterer it might be) 
Was all on Eanh my aching sight 

Of Lovelineu coold see. 

Thai blnsh, peihapt, was maiden ahjune— 

As snch it well may pass — 
Thongh its glow hath raised a fiercer flame 

In the bitan of him, iksl 

Who saw thee on that bridal day, 

When that deep blush tumild come o'er tbee 
Thoogh happiness around thee lay, 

The wotld all lore before tbee. 
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LATER POEMS. 
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A DREAM WITHIN A DREAM. 

Take ihia kiss apoD llie biow 1 
And, in ptutlDg tmut you dot. 
Thus mucli let me »tow— 

not wrong, -who deem 
That my dap have been a dieam ; 
Yet if hope has flown away 
In a night, oi in a day, 

it theTCJare the less gaa I 
I All that we see or seem 
\ Is bnt a dream within a ditam. 

I stand amid Ihe roar 
Of a snrf-birmeated shore. 
And I hold wilhln my hand 
Giainj of Ihe golden sand — 
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ij8 A DREAM IFITHIN A DREAM. 

How fowl TCt lunv tbej creep 
Through my fiii|;ets to the deep, 
Whik I veep— while I weepi 
OGodlcuiInotgrBp 
Them with a tighter ckip? 
OGodI OD I not me 
Out from the [utilets wire? 
Is all that we see DC seem 
But a dieun within a dieun ? 
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I. 

BxAx the sledges vith the bell*— 
SibicT bells 1 
What a woild of menimem their mclod; (bietetlst 
How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle. 

In the Icy ail ofiughtl 

While the stus, that ovetsprialde 

All the heavens, seem to twinkle 

With a ciysnUline delight; 

Keeping time, time, time. 

In a ion of Runic ihyme, 

To the tintinaboLition that so musicallj wells 

From the bells, bells, bells, beDs, 

Bdls, beUs, bells- 

From the jiDgliBg and the tinkling of the bells. 



m, Google 



Hot tbt mellow wedding bells. 

Golden InJIsI 

Wlura worU of happlneas their hirmony foretells 1 

Throngli ibe balmy air of sight 

How they ring out their delight 1 

Prom the molten-golden notes. 

And all is tune. 
What a liqnld ditty &cati 
To the tuitlcdoys that liileas, while she gloats 
On the moon 1 
Oh, from out the sOanding cells. 
What 1 gnsb of enphony Toltuninoiisl; wells 1 
How it swells I 
Howit dwdls 
On the Fnnret bow it (ells 
Of the nptuie that impds 
To the swinging and the ringfaig 

Of the hells, beUs,' bdls. 

Of the bells, bells, belts, beUs, 

Bells, bells, belli- 

To the riiyming and the i-Mming of the bells 1 
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Heal the land aliidin bells— 
Bmea bells I 
Whit > tale of tenor, now, dieir tnrbnkocy lells 1 
la the startled ear of night- 
How they Kteam oat their ifiiighl 1 
Too mDch homfi«d to speik. 
They cm only shriek, shriek, 
Ont oE tone, 
Id a clamoroDS appealing to the mercy of the fire, 
In a mad eipostnlation with the deaf and frantic fire, 
Leipiog higher, higher, higher. 
With 1 desperate desire, 
And a resolate eadeiTor 
Now — DOW lo si( or never, 
B^'the nde of the piMactd moon. 
Oh, the bells, bells, bells 1 
What a tale tlidr teiroi tells 
Of Despair t 
How they cUng, and clash, and roirl 
Whit a horror they outpour 
On the bcoom cd the palpitating air I 
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Ui THE BELLS. 

Vet the ew it fully knows, 
Bj the tnnging. 

How the danger ebbs and flows ; 
Yet the eti distinctly tells. 

In die jangling, 

And the wrangling. 

How the danger sinks and swells. 

By the sinkingor the swelling in the mgei of the bells— , 

Of the bells— 

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 

Bells,.bells, bells— 

In the cUmor and tlie clangor of the bells I 



Heat the tolling of the bells— 
Iran bells! 
WliK a vodd of Ktonn tboa^t their monody com- 
pekl 

In the silence of the night. 
Ho* we shiver with iftight 
At the melancholy menace of thdr tone ! 
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THE BBZLS. 

For eveiy Mond that floxts 
From ihe nut within thdr thioiti 

And the people— ih, the people— 
The; that dwell up in the sttepk, 

All alone. 
And iriio tolling, tolling, tolling. 

In that muffled monotone. 
Fed a gloi7 in so rolling 
On the human heart a stone— 
Tbe7 ue neither man nor woman — 
They art ndther brute not human — 
Thej are Ghools : 
And their king it ia who tolls ; 
And be rolla, rolls, rolls. 
Rolls 
A pean horo the bells I 
And his merry bosom swells 

With Ihe pcan of the bells I 
And be dances and he yells ; 
Keeping time, time, time, 
In a toit d Rnnic rfayme. 



t THE BELLS. 

To tlie poo of tbe bells— 
Of the belli: 
KeepiDg time, lime, tinw. 
In ( sort of RoDic rhyme. 

To the ttuobUiig of tbe belli. 
Of the belli, b^lli.bell>- 

To the sobbing of the belli ; 
Keeping time, time, time, 

M he knells, knells, knells. 
In « bsppy Runic rhyme. 

To the rolling of tbe bells— 

Of the bells, bdls, bells— 

To the tolling of the bells. 

Of tbe bells, bells, beDs, bells. 

Bells, belli, bctb— 

To the moinlng tmd the groining of the beUs. 
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I uw thee once — once only — jetzi igo : 
I mast not siy boai many — but tul nony. 
It wtu » July nudmght ; and from out 
A fiiltorbed nuxui, that, like thine own soul, louing. 
Sought 1 precipllste pathway up thiough heaven. 
There fell a silVEiy-silkea veil of light. 
With quietude, and sultriness, and slumber. 
Upon the uptum'd faces of a thousand 
Roses that grew in an enchanted garden, 
Where no wind daied to stir, unless on tiptoe- 
Fell on the apnim'd laces of these roses 
That gave out, in letum lor the love-Ught, 
Their odorous soul* in an ecsutic death- 
Fell on the nptunied faces of these rose* 
TIul smiled and died in this parterre, eacluBted 
By thee, and by the poetry of thy presence. 



14« TO HELEIf. 

Sid ill JD white, npon i violet bank 

I MW tbee hiU-redining ; while tlie moon 

Fell on the D[«[iiii'd &ces of the roses, 

And OQ thine own, nptom'd — iki I in soirow 1 

Wu It not Fate, that, on this }aly midnight— 

Wu it not Fate (whoie oiniE is alio Sottdw), 

Thit bade me pause before that garden gate, 

To bieathe the incense of those slumbering roses ? 

No footstep stirred : the hated world all slept. 

Save only thee and me— (O Heaven 1— O God I 

How my bean bean in coupling those t¥n> words I) 

Save only thee and me. I panied — I Igoked — 

And in sn instant all things disappeared. 

(Ah, beai in mind this garden was enchanted I) 

Tie pearly Instre of the moon went ont : 

The ntossy banks and the meandeiing paths. 

The happy flowers and the repining trees. 

Were seen no more : the very roses' odois 

Died in the amu of the adoring aiis. 

All — all expired save thee-~saTe less than thoa : 

Save only the divine light in thine eyes — 

Save but the sool in thine uplifted eye*. 
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TO HELEN. u 

I Mw but lhei»— tliey were the world to me, 
I uw but them — aw only them for hoon — 
Siw only them tmiil the moon went down. 
Whit wild heut-hutories seemod to lie enwritten 
Upon chose ciTtlalline, celestiil sphero t 
How dark a wQ I yet how SDblinu a ha^ 1 
How silently serene a sea of piidc I 
How daring an ambition I yet how deep — 
How &lhoailess a capacity for lore I 

But now, at length, dear Dian tank from sight. 
Into a western couch of thaadcFclond ; 
And thou, a ghost, amid the entombing trees 
Didn glide away. Only tbim eyei rtmaiiud. 
They viimld net go — they never yet have gone. 
Ugbdng my lonely pathway home that night, 
Tbcj haTC not left me (as my hopes have) since. 
They Ibllow me — they lead me through the yean. 
They ue my ministers — yet I their slave. 
Theii office is to iUnmine and enldndle — 
My duty, U> hi sm/td by their bright light. 
And purified in their electric fire. 
And sanctified in theii elysian fire. 
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148 TO HBLBU. 

Tbey S11 nt; wnl with Bcnty (wbicli ii Hope), 
And tn ^ np in Heavea— the sun I kneel to 
In the U4. liklit witches of my night ; 
While even in the meridiui gUie of <U; 
I see them EtiU — two sweetly acintilliat 
Venntes, lueninguished by tlie mn I 
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A VALSNTINE. 

FoK hei this rhyme is penned, \rhi»e ImniDOiu ejret, 
nightly expressive u the twins of Ledi, - 

Shill ilnd her own sweet name, thit, nestliog lies 
Upon the page, eavrrapped Sana every reader. 

Search nurowly the lines I — the; hold a tieuaie 
Divinfr^-a talismaa— an amulet 

That miAi; be wom at bnai. Seuch well the mea- 

The woidt— tbe syllables I Do not <b^et 
The triv^|lest pdnt, or yon may lose you labor I 

And yet theje is in this no Gordiaa knot 
Which one might not ncdo without a sabre. 

If one CQold ml^ely comprehend the plot. 



[To discDTCr th« nama in this and the foUowio^ po*i^ 
read the Gist latter of the Gnt line in coBPCclioii wilh di* 
second IeIUt of thi ucand lioe, the third luia at the tfalld 
line, the fontth of the fainh, and » on to the end. It hai 
not been thought neceaiaiy to retain the Americna *pd]lD|[, 
L<rda, ^ Ltda-\ 
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ISO A VALENTINE. 

Eawiltten upon the ]xaS whete now ue peering 

Ejre* tdDtiUa^iiig wal, thae lie pcrdia 
lluee eloqaent w^td* oft nnered in the heaiii^ 

Of poets b; pocu— ■* the tume is a poet*) 100. 
It* lenen, dtbootfa Ditanll; Ifing 

Like the kndghi PinUk— Mendei Ferdinando— 
Still fonn » synonym to^Tnith— Cease trying 1 

You will not Tcid the liddle, thong^ 70a do the 
bestyoa con do. 
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''*£eu>ok we find," sayi Solomon Don Duqcc, 
" H^in idei in the piofonndeit sonnet. 

Thfamgli a]] the flimsy things we see it once 
As e^y as thnmgh ■ N^les bonnet — 
Tndb of ill trash I— how can i lidy doD it ? 

Yet htiviec fir thin your Petrirchin stuff — 

Owl-downy nonsense thit the fcuntest puff' 
Twills into tmnb-iHiper the while jou con it." 

And, veritably, Sol is right enough. 

The general mckecnuitities ue imnt 



But ibis is, DOW — yoa miy depend upon it — 
Stable, opaque, immornd — all by dint 
Of the deal names that lie concealed within'l. 



Not long ago, ihe writer of these lines. 

Id tbe mod pride of inteUectoilitjr, 

Maintained "the power q( wordi" — denied that ever 

A thought arose within the human brain 

Beyond the uttennce of the bnmin tongue : 

And now, u if in mocker; of that boast. 

Two worda — two foreign soft dissyllables — 

Italian tones, made only to be mnnnnred 

By angela dreaming in the moonlit " dew 

Tbat hangs like chains of pcul on Hermon hill," — 

Have stirred from out the abysses of his bean, 

Untbongbt'like thoughts that are Ihe souls of thonghl, 

Richer, ^ wilder, far diviner visions 

Than even the seraph harper, Israfel, 

(Who has " the sweetest voice of all God's creatures'^. 

Could hope to nttn. And 1 1 tny spells are broken. 

The pen Ms poweries* from my shivering hand. 
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TO— , ,i, 

With thj deac aimc is text, though bhUoi by thee, 

I cinDOt write — 1 ciunot spuk or think — 
Ahu, I cumot feel ; foi 'tis not feeling. 
This standing motionless upon the golden 
Threshold of the wide-open gite of dreams. 
Gating, entruutd, adown the gorgeons Tlsta, 
And thrilling u I sec, apon the right. 
Upon the led, and all the wi; along. 
Amid empurpled Tapois, Itr awajr 
To where the prospect tenniniif* tha imfy. 



TO IIY MOTHER. 

Because I feel that, in the Heavens alune, 

The ingels, whispeiiog to one inother, 
Cm find, uuong their bumiog tenna of love. 

None so devotioiM] as that of " Mother," 
Therefore by that dear nime I long have called yOQ — 

Yon who ue moic than mother nnto me. 
And fill my hem of hearts, where Death installed you. 

In setting my Vi^iinii's spirit fiee. 
My mother — my own mother, who died eaily, 

Was but the mother of myself ; bat you 
Are mother to the one I loved so deariy. 

And thus are dearer than the mother I knew 
By that infinity with which my wife 

Was dearer to mj soul than its soul-life. 
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Gailt bedighi, 

A gsUant knight, 
In sunsluBC and in ihadow, 

Had (onnKTcd long, 

Singing 1 Mtig, 
In leuch of Eldondo. 

But he grew old — 
This knight so bold- 

Aod o'ei his heut a sbadow 
Fell as he found 
No spot of groand 

That looked like Eldondo. 

And u his strength 

Failed him at length. 

He met i pilgrim shadow — 
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" Shadow," uid he, 

" Where am it be— 

1iu3 lud of Eldondo ?" 

" Over the Monnuiiu 
OfdwHom, 

Down the Ville; of the Shadow, 
Rila, boldly ride,*' 
The tb*de r^illed,- 

" If yoQ Mtk for Eldorado I " 
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I BGED not tbat my einhly lot 

Hith— little of Earth in it— 
Thit ytars of love have been forgot 

In the h»lttd of x minnle :— 
I moum not that the deaolue 

Are h^ipiei, sweet, thin I, 
But that joa jonow for my fete 

Who un a paati-hy. 
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Of tH wlio bul tbj presence is the moraing^ 

Of all to wliom thine abieQce is the night— 

The blotting utterly from ont high hoveu 

The sicrtd sod — of all who, weeping, bless thee 

Hourly for hope — for life — ih I above ill. 

For the resnrrection of deep-bnried faith 

In Truth — in Virtue — in Humanity — 

Of all who, on Despair'i unhallowed bed 

Lying down to die, have suddenly arisen 

At tby soft-munnured words, " Let there be light I 

At the sofl-murmared words ihat were fulfilled 

In the seraphic glancing of thine eyes — 

Of all who owe thee most — whose gratitude 

Nearest resembles worship— oh, remember 

The truest — the most fervendy devoted. 

And think that these weak lines are written by him 

By him who, as be pens them, thrills to think 

His tpirit is commnning with an angel's. 
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ToANE Heiven I the crisis— 

The danger is past, 
And the liDgeriog illness 

And the fevet called "Living" 
Is CDoquered at last. 

5ad]y, I know 

I am shorn of my strength, 
And no muscle I move 

As I lie at full length— 
But no matter 1—1 feel 

I am better at length. 



And I rest so compoeedly. 
Now, in my bed. 
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FOR ANNIE, 

Tbit my bcboldcr 

Mij^i bncy roe dead — 
Might nan It beholding me, 

Thinldog me deid. 

The moaning and gioiiiing, 
The fighing and cobbing, 

An qaieted now. 
With that horrible throbbing 

At heut : — ah, that hoitible. 



The ^ckncss — the nanset' — 

The pitiless pain — 
Have ceased, with (he fever 

That maddened my brain — 
With the fever called " Living " 

That burned in my brain. 

And oh 1 of all tortnres 
TteJcortore the worn 

Mas abaod — the tenible 
Torture of thirst, 
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FOR AKNIE. 

For the nipbtluliiie riTer 
Of Ptuiion iccnm ; — 

I hive drank of a water 
That qnenchca all thirst : — 

Of 1 water that flows, 
WithalDlIahyBODiid, 

From a spring bat i very few 
Feet nivler gitiiind — 

From »QiTem not veiy bx 
Down under ground. 

And ah [ let it never 

Be ibolishly said 
That my room it is gloomy 

And narrow mj bed ; 

In a different bed — 
And, to slap, yon must slnmber 
In just such a bed. 



FOR AWN IE. 

FotgettiDg, DC neftz 
Begrettiiig its n>M — 

IB old Bgiatioiu 

Of mynks Mid loses : 

For DOW, while lo qoiHly 
LTing, it &Dcics 



Willi rue uul tbc beintifal 
Fnriiui piuuei. 

And 30 it liet h^^pilj, 

Buliiiijiji man; 
A dceim of tbe truth 

And the beaut; of Annio- 
Diowsed in 1 bath 

Of the tienu of Anak. 

She tmdeily kissed me. 
She fondly cansscd. 
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FOg ANNIE. 16} 

And th«n I fell gently 

To sleep on her breist— 
Deeply to sleep 

Pmni the heaven of her breast. 



When the light w»j extingoish' 
She covered me wum. 

And she prayed to the angels 
To keep me from hinn — 

To the qaeen of the sngels 
To shield me frooi harm- 



And I lie to composedly, 

Now, in my bed, 
(Koowing her love) 

That yon fancy me dead— 
And I rest so contentedly. 

Now in my bed, 
(With her love at my breast) 

That yon dncj me dead — 
That yoa shudder to look at me 
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FOil ANNIE. 

But m J li«irt it u brighter 

Thin all of the nuoy 
St»n in the aky. 

For it sparkles with Annie — 
It glows with the light— 

Of the lOTt of my Annie— 
With the thoaght of the li^ht 

Of the c;ca of my Annie. 



The skks they were Mhen and jober ; 

The leaves they were cciipid and sere — 

The leaves they were witheriog and sere ; 
It was night in the lonesome.October 

Of my most immemorial yeai ; 
It was hard by the dim lake of Auber, _ 

In the misty mid region of ^eir-^J 
It was down by the dank um of Anber, 

In the ghool-hannted woodland of Wein- 

Here once, through lo alley Titanic, 

Of cypress, I nnmed with my Soul— 
Of cypre»«, with Psyche, my Sonl. 

These were days when my heart was yolcaok 
As the scoriae rivers thai roll- 
As the lavas that lestlessl j roll 
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Their nlpliaioiu cnneiita down Tuntk 
Id the uldmate climes <rf the pole — 

That groan as they roll down Moanl Yunek 
la the raJma of the boreal pole. 

Our ulk had been setions and sobei. 

But oai Ihaughts they were pilsed and sere— 
Oui memoriea were treacheroas and sere — 

For we knew aat the month wai October, 

Aod we marked not the night of ibe year— 
(Ah, night of all nights in the year 1} 

Wc noted not the dim lake of Anbei — 

(Thongb once we had journeyed down here) — 

Remembered not the dank urn of Aubei, 

Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 



And now, as the night was k 

And star-dials pointed to mom— 
As the star-dials hinted ti mom — 

At the end of onr pith a liqoeicenl 
And nebulous lostce was bortt, 

Out of which a miracnlous crescent 
Arose with a duphcate bom— 
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Asbirte's bediimonded cnacent 

Dtetincl vUb its duplicate bom. 

And I s«id— " She is winnet Ihim Dian : 
She rolls throngh in ether of sighs- 
She revels in i region of sighs : 

She has seen that the tears are ool dry on 
These cheeks, where the worm neret die 

And has come past the stars of the Lion 
To point us the path to the skies— 
To the Lethean peace <A the akiei — 

Come ap, in despite of the Lion, 

To shine on ns nith her hrlght eyes — 

Come ap through the lair of the Lion, 
With love io her lumiQons eyes." 

Bat Psyche, aplifting her finger, 

Said — " SidJy this star I mistrost — 
Her pallor I strangely mistnist : — 

Ohj haiten 1— oh, let us not hnger I 

Oh, fly 1— let us fly 1— for we mtm." 

la teiToi she spoke, letting sink her 

Wings notil they trailed in the dnM— 



Id tgoaj sobbed, lettiiig liak hcc 

Plane* till tiiej tnuled ia the dmt— 
Till the; Miiowfally tnikd id the dan. 



I re^ed — " This is nothing bi 

Let lu on liy this tremolous light 1 

Let OS buhc in thii crystalliDc light I 
It! Sil^Uk iplendor is beamiog 

With Hope ind in BeiDty to-night :— 

See I — it flicken ap the sky thiongh the night I 
Ah, we safely nuy tmst to its gleuniog, 

And be rare it will lead ns iright — 
We »*fdy nuy trust to i gleaming 

Thit onnot bat goide as aright. 

Since it Elicken ap to Heaven tbnmgh the night." 

Thus I padGed Psyche and kissed ha. 
And tempted hei out of her gloom — 
And conqoend her scniplea and gloam ; 

And we pMsed to the end of the Tina, 

Bnt were stopped by the door of a tomb — 
By the door of a legended tnnb ; 
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And I said—" WhRt is wiin«n, sweet sistei, 
On the door of this legeoded tomb i " 
She replied — " Ulalnme — Uliiame — 
Tis the nnlt of thjr hnt Ualome 1 " 

Then my heart it grew ashen and sobei 

As the leaves that were crisped and sere — 
As the leaves that were withering and ten ; 

And I cried—" It w« jmely Oinobei 
On this very night of laat year 
That I journeyed- 1 joomeyed down here— 
That I brought a dread harden down here — 
On this night of all nights in the jear. 
Ah I what demon has tempted me here ? 

Well 1 know, now, Ihia dim lake of Anber — 
This misty mid region of Weii — 

Well 1 know, now. this dank tain of Auber, 
This ghonl-hsunted woodland of Wdi." 



ANNABEL LEE. 

f X A' ■ ^ .J ^ y ■^- ■^' 

It was many and ^aaj \ yAr iM, 
■^ In a kingdom by ibe lat, 
iJVhn 1 n^dea there hied wtumi you may know 
By the name of Anhubl I^ ; 

o(^«d 



And this maden she liwd with no olh« dionghl 
i Than to lore and bcKired by m 

/Cat a chad and li^wu a c^. 
'' In this kfiigdom "by the sea : 
' But ve iabtd with a lofe (bat wis Mote ihin 

d I and my Annabel Lee { 
- With ■ lo^ that the wSged se&phs of heaven 
.^ Coveted hei and me. 

^,'And this was the i^son that, long ago, 
J, In this ki^dom by the sea, 
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(■ A wind blew oat of i dood, cfa!lliog 

■' My beiiitiful ANNiML Lee ; 
^' So thac HerJ^^L^^kmn^n cune 
'■' And Bore he'iWiiyViSSh nlC 
To shut her Jf in* sejsaftie 
~i In (his kingdom l^th* sSiT 



/ The apgeb, not half so lup^ in beiven, 
^ WcDt ED^ng her and me — 
Yes l~thit was the re^n (as all men kilbw, 

^ In this lingdom by the sea) 
That the wind came out of the cloud by night, 
■J , CBillii^and killing my ANNiBEt LtE. 



/ But onr lore il was stronger by &i than the love 
' Of those who wrfeTSlSSthan t(^ 
'' Of ma^ far wiSet than we— 
I And neilhei the angels in beivea above, 
' Nor thedemdnsdoi^^adcr thefea, 
Og ^Y^ii^^ ei my sfinHtom die «ou! 
'7 Of ih£ beihiifal Ahhabel Cee : 
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